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CELIA 




Celia Marston was standing on a wooden stool and looking 
out of the high-set window. From the floor in this attic 
flat, nothing could be seen through the window except the 
sky and now it had the blue depth of a brilliant day at the 
end of March. Little clouds moved across it, like white-clad 
ladies of infinite leisure strolling on an azure lawn in the 
first real warmth of the year. Celia loved the sun and she 
loved the view from the top of this tall house, so she had 
mounted the stool and saw, straight in front of her but a 
long way off, the high ground above the village of Easterly 
stretching, almost as level as a wall top, against the sky. 
Only the tower of the church broke the horizontal line and 
the tower looked, she thought, like a signpost that had lost 
its directing arm and must, perforce, point heavenwards, as 
indeed it should, when heaven was of such a colour. But 
there were times when she thought it was more like a little 
black exclamation mark on a big, blank page, making some 
sly, malicious comment on itself and on all it had observed 
from its place on the hill. The village was huddled, hardly 
visible, in the folds of the fields which, steepening suddenly 
near their crest, ran down at a gentler angle to what, from 
her window, seemed to be the very edge of the docks. 
There were the fields, bearing here and there a single elm 
and dotted with the minute forms of sheep and cattle, and 
then, without warning, there were cranes and warehouses 
and a tangle of masts and funnels. Just so, a child might 
have ambled happily down a grassy slope and stopped with 
a start at the sight of something alien and unexpected. On 
this side of the water the ground rose again, more sharply, 
to the plateau on which Upper Radstowe was perched and 
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Celia looked down on a cascade of roofs and chimney pots 
eind trees. She could see an almond tree in blossom; the 
buds of a chestnut, which had outgrown the plot of ground 
it stood in, were thickening day by day, sticky brown fists 
striving to unclench themselves. Soon they would succeed 
and hold out their fingers, like a class at school presenting 
them for inspection. 

In the warmth of the sun, Celia shut her eyes, laid her 
arms on the narrow window-sill and rested her head on 

them. There was enough breeze to stir her hair, but not 
enough to remind her liat there was a chill in it, that the 
wind was tolerantly aUowing the sunshine to have its way 
for a few hours and, wisely, she took what came and would 
not spoil her present pleasure with the consciousness of its 
briefness. In this stillness of the air, all sounds reached her 
very clearly and yet with a dream-like quality. She could 
relate them to their causes while she felt detached from the 
world in which they happened. There was the clang of 
metal on metal, down by the docks, the passing of cars and 
carts in the road below the broad terrace after which this 
long row of houses had its name; she heard the swish and 
jingle of a bicycle, even the creaking of the errand boy’s 
basket attached to it; there were voices and footsteps and 

then, gravely urgent on a low, sustained note, a steamer 
hooted as it took one of the river bends. It was a sound 
characteristic of the place tind familiar to Celia since her 
babyhood. It came, according to the tides, by day or night 
and more often than not she missed it or slept through it, 
but when she heard it with complete awareness, she was 
always moved to a sense of vicarious adventure and ex- 
perience. The siren told her ofhardships and toil she would 
have hated, of courage she could not emulate, but her own 
nature was enriched by the knowledge of other people’s 
qualities and, when the voice had the note of triumphant 
home-coming or solemn leave-taking, then it spoke for her, 
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too, who was initiate, of that mixture of happiness and sorrow 
which is romance. 

As she lifted her head in response to the sound, the door 
of the sitting-room was opened and she turned to see Miss 
Riggs looking sorrowfully at the litter on the floor, at the 
open drawers of the bureau only half-emptied of old letters, 
bills, photographs, penholders with the nibs corroded, 
stumps of pencils and scraps of much-used blotting-paper, 
the accumulations of an indifferent housewife. 

‘I did think . . she began. 

‘No, you didn’t. You only hoped and, by this time, you 
ought to know better. Turn all the rest of the rubbish on 
to the floor and wash the drawers if you must and I’ll sort 
it all out some time or other.’ 

‘Some time’s never,’ said Miss Riggs. ‘And where’s the 
newspaper I gave you to save the carpet?’ she asked in a 
quiet voice and the Radstowe accent. Her figure was 
ample and her eyes were soft, her mouth was bigger and 
more generously curved than Celia’s own and she had hard 
work not to smile as she asked of her employer, who was 
her contemporary and seemed to her rather like a child, 
‘What zire you doing on that stool, anyway?’ 

‘Playing at Sister Anne.’ 

‘Tut!’ said Miss Riggs without discourtesy. 

‘Yes, much too early. He can’t come yet.’ 

‘And we’ve half the spring cleaning to do and soon it’ll be 
Miss Catherine’s holidays and then where shall we be?’ 

‘I don’t think you have a proper sense of values,’ 
Celia said. ‘What’s spring cleaning compared to a spring 
day?’ 

‘Ah, I like cleaning when the sun’s shining. Seems more 
sense in it.’ 

‘And I don’t like it ever. And it isn’t necessary . . 

‘But you’ve only to look,’ said Miss Riggs, ‘at what you’ve 
been keeping in your bmreau.’ 
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‘It isn’t necessary,’ Celia continued, ‘when I have you to 
keep me right.’ 

‘And what can I do with only the two mornings a week?’ 
Miss Riggs cried, and her passion for order and spotlessness 
was in her voice. 

‘Quite enough,’ CeUa said easily. 

She stepped from the stool. At forty-five, the rounded 
slenderness of her youth was changing to a not unpleasing 
plumpness, but she stepped lightly, without looking where 
she set the feet which were still slim under ankles that had not 
thickened with middle age. ‘I know,’ she said reasonably, 
‘there’s sometimes dirt in the comers and all my drawers are 
untidy, but nobody notices or knows, and I think this room 
is very pretty and that’s what matters. Make the place where 
gods may dwell, beautiful, entire and clean! Yes, but if I 
also make myself into an ill-tempered nuisance, what’s the 
good? There are not many people like you. Miss Riggs, 
dear,’ she went on, opening wide the eyes which were 
usually veiled and drowsy and showing a dancing light in 
them, ‘not many who can be perfect housewives and perfect 
angels. It’s one of the arrangements for keeping us dissatis- 
fied with this world and in hope of a better one to come.’ 

Miss Riggs, kneeling on the floor and neatly stacking Celia’s 
belongings on a sheet of newspaper, made no reply. She 
pulled out a drawer and examined it carefully when she had 
tipped its contents on to another sheet. ‘No worm,’ she said. 
‘That’s good. I’d not like any harm to come to it,’ and 
she, who had so little time to spare, sat back on her heels 
and looked at the bureau. 

Celia looked at it, too. It was quite unlike any other bureau 
she had ever seen, though in design it was conventional 
enough. Of pale wood, it was flecked with a faint indefinite 
pattern in colours which were the phantoms of fawn and 
pink and blue and perhaps time had mellowed into a charm- 
ing fancy what might once have been absurd. It belonged to 
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Celia who had bought it, years ago, straight off the pavement 
outside a secondhand furniture shop, but Miss Riggs had her 
spiritual share in it. Her labour had removed its film of dirt, 
it was she who, gently and patiently, had rubbed the handles 
until they were revealed as knobs of carved ivory set in 
ebony. Solenmly, she had fetched Celia to view the miracle. 
‘It’s like those bulbs,’ she said, ‘that look no better than 
onions and then, if you treat them right, you get a flower. 
So you see, you never know.’ 

‘And do you think there’s anything else in the house you 
can transform like that?’ Celia had asked flippantly because 
she was moved by the thought of the man who had fashioned 
the piece of furniture and rewarded his own pains with those 
little handles, and there was no need for Miss Riggs to say, 
as she did, admonishingly, ‘Just you be thankful. It doesn’t 
do to want too much.’ 

Now, she said lovingly. ‘It’s a dainty little piece. And I 
have a fancy it would feel more itself if it was all neat inside.’ 

‘Yes. All right. I’ll do it. And I wonder how it feels to be 
neat inside.’ 

‘You’ll know better when you’ve finisl^ed this.’ 

‘And I wonder still more,’ Celia said, ‘why your mora 
remarks don’t vex me.’ 

Calmly, without any reply to words she may not have 
troubled to hear. Miss Riggs carried the drawers into the 
kitchen. She had a manner which might have been mistzJcen 
for self-satisfaction, but Celia knew that she was hardly con- 
cerned with herself at all. And she knew the answer to her 
own question. The advice of Miss Riggs, her reproofs, her 
little maxims, were the fhiits of her experience; she uttered 
them as naturally as she would have given apples from a tree 
in full bearing and if she saw any virtue in the gift, it came of 
the tree’s fecundity, not of the generous hand. 

Presently she returned with soap, a bowl and a rag with 
which to wash the hollow interior of the desk. ‘It’ll be all dry 
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before you’re ready,’ she said, not without some dryness of her 
own, and it was Celia’s turn to make no reply. Miss Riggs 
sighed silently. There was going to be last year’s trouble 
over again. Last yezir, Mrs. Marston had underteiken to 
dust the books and there was hardly one of them that was not 
opened first and read in for a few minutes or, it might be, 
for half an hour. Now she was sitting on the floor, and Miss 
Riggs looked with affection at the dark head, at the broad 
cheek-bones which made the chin seem smaller than it was, 
and vaguely realized that the qualities she deplored in Mrs. 
Marston were part of her lazy charm, that the laziness itself 
was, to some extent, a disguise. She had found a bundle of 
letters written by her children on some of the rare occasions 
when she had been parted from them; she had found an 
envelope full of snapshot photographs and a portfolio bulg- 
ing with professional efforts. There were photographs of 
family and school groups, of her father and mother, her 
brother and sisters, nephews and nieces, of school friends whose 
names she could hardly remember. There was one of herself 
with her hair curling to her shoulders and drawn firom her 
forehead with a bow of ribbon; there was another with 
Catherine on her knee and Jimmy leaning agJiinst her in an 
attitude of affection which had plmnly been inspired by the 
photographer. She was one of the bridesmaids in her sister 
May’s wedding group, wearing an enormous feathered hat 
and tilting her head to keep the weight balanced. 

‘Funny, some of these,’ she said, pushing them towards 
Miss Riggs and Miss Riggs weakly took the bait. She went 
through the pile with a real interest, recognizing many of 
Celia’s relatives, but paying the same scrupulous attention to 
the strangers. She was considering each face on its own 
merits, without humour to spare for past fashions or out- 
dated postures, and she lingered longest over the picture of 
Celia’s husband in the uniform of a soldier. 

‘Ah, there were lots of lads like him,’ she said, looking at 
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this representation of a young man with ordinary features, a 
fair complexion and undoubtedly blue eyes which were 
shadowed and made serious by the peaked cap. ‘And those 
caps did a lot of damage. Hid the shape of the head. Oh 
well, they deserved all they could get, poor things, and much 
more than most of them got when they came back.’ 

‘Much more,’ Celia agreed. 

‘And you can’t blame the girls. The caps came off and the 
heads were smaller, very small, some of them, and the men 
looked different. They were, too. It’s not in nature to 
remember, all the time, that they’d run the risk of having 
no head at all. Not all the time,’ she repeated thoughtfully. 
‘The baby cries and the man gets vexed and, may be, the 
money’s short. There’s nothing that ever happened as big 
as what the little things mount up to as the years go by. 
Having words with each other or trying not to and that’s 
worse, and this done and that undone. Oh, it’s a mountain! 
And that’s where I think I’m lucky. You never know what 
life’ll do to you. Death’s kinder, often. Anyway, it’s left me 
with the Fred that went away. Very comical he was, too. 
He wouldn’t laugh himself, but he’d make me, right enough, 
and that’s the kind that makes you laugh most, isn’t it? Often- 
times I laugh now, when I think of the things he’d say. But 
what if he’d come back and by this time there wasn’t a smile 
between us?’ 

‘But there would have been, there would have been,’ 
Celia said in resentment for this acquiescence in loss, and 
remembering the photograph she had seen of Fred, his 
expression ironic with the peculiar irony of his class, she 
believed his humour would have survived and overcome 
misfortunes. 

Miss Riggs shook her head. ‘You can’t tell. I know what 
I had when war started. I’ll never know what I might have 
got with the peace.’ 
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CHAPTER II 


Celia might have said, with truth, that the peace had 
brought back to her the man who had gone away, that in all 
these succeeding years, when the children had cried and 
money had been short and there had been what Miss Riggs 
called words, oftener restrained than uttered, he had re- 
mained very much what he was before and, if she had done 
nothing else, she had remembered with some consistency the 
risks he had run and the debt in which they had involved her. 
He had never referred to the risks or the debt. He had not 
the sort of imagination which could make him see himself as a 
hero. As a matter of course, he had gone to fight and it did 
not, she believed, occur to him that his part was a braver one 
than hers in bearing his son, rearing him on inadequate 
supplies and waiting for bad news. Toor boy,' she thought, 
as she took his photograph from Miss Riggs and added it to 
the pile of things she meant to keep. He would be pleased, 
perhaps, if she put it on the mantelshelf or, more intimately, 
on her dressing-table. She was sure Miss Riggs could see 
Fred's face from her bed, but then, unlike Celia, she had not 
the living man beside her, twenty years older, a good deal 
bulkier and occupying rather more than his share of space. 
Looking down at Gerald’s clear eyes — and she well remem- 
bered how clear they had been, how about him, as about 
countless other young men, there had been an unconscious 
air of dedication which no cynicism of the new generation 
could change, for her, into false sentiment or unworthy pur- 
pose — she envied Miss Riggs her solitary room, her unshared 
bed. The art of living, the only one Celia tried to practise, 
was as exacting as any other: it might be that it was the most 
exacting, for no concessions could be made to the artist 
whose skill was in doing without them, and Celia’s worst 
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failures happened in that bedroom crowded with the heavy, 
carved furniture of Gerald’s choice. And fortunately, the 
ghosts of them stayed there, grinning at her when she opened 
the wardrobe door and saw Gerald’s coats alongside her 
dresses, peeping from under the bed which was like a barbaric 
triumphal car which had lost its wheels, hostile ghosts, 
expecting and hoping to see her fail again. 

The artist in living has no medium except life itself, but he 
needs room enough to step back and look at his work and see 
if it is good. In quarters too close, the work, too, becomes 
cramped and distorted, unless the artist has genius and Celia 
laid no claim to that. Outside there was space and to spare 
and a permanent consciousness of great stretches of sky: 
indoors, she had to teach herself with difficulty that the mind 
need not be bounded by walls. 

Hastily she turned over what remained of her litter on the 
floor. T suppose you haven’t seen a newspaper cutting with 
the picture of a house on it?’ she asked. 

‘You’ll have screwed it up and thrown it in the waste-paper 
basket, I expect.’ 

‘No, I’ve found it.’ She smoothed it on her knee and she 
did not offer it for the inspection of Miss Riggs who now rose 
reluctantly, saying, ‘I’ll have to work double tides to catch 
up, but it’s been a treat, looking at all those.’ 

‘At home,’ Celia said, ‘when I was a child, there were 
albums of photographs in the drawing-room. I believe 
visitors were invited to look at them. There was a stereo- 
scope too, and views of Roman ruins. Hymns after tea on 
Sundays and then the ruins. And we liked them!’ 

‘I don’t know about ruins,’ said Miss Riggs, ‘but hymns I 
do like. I like singing them, too, though I’ve no more voice 
than a rook. They make me feel very jolly, somehow, 
specially the sad ones. And as for faces, I can’t tire of them.’ 

‘Well, there’s no lack of them.’ 

‘And not two alike, barring twins now and then. Wonderful 
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I call it!’ She looked at the clock. ‘Quarter past twelve 
and I’ve hardly started on the stew I’ 

‘Don’t bother. We can have cold meat.’ 

‘Yes, and Miss Catherine turning up her nose at it,’ 

‘She can’t help it, Miss Riggs. It’s that kind of nose.’ 

‘She can make it go a good bit higher than God ever 
meant.’ 

‘You don’t really believe he ever thought about Catherine’s 
nose?’ 

‘I can’t see why not. It would be a lot eeisier than some of 
the things he’s done.’ 

‘You can’t be sure of that and, judging by some of the 
noses one sees, it’s rather a ticklish job.’ 

As usual when she was at a loss for the last word. Miss 
Riggs quietly retired and for some time Celia sat and con- 
templated the picture of what, for her, was the perfect house, 
the one in which personal perfection might be attained. It 
had been for sale when she cut the advertisement from the 
newspaper and she could not beheve that everyone in the 
possession of three thousand poimds had not rushed to buy it. 
It was described as a Georgian country house of character, 
and its character, she decided, was one of wisdom and 
serenity. An exqviisitely proportioned pediment rose above 
three of the five windows in the upper story; the outer pair 
of four flat pillars made a frame for these windows, for two 
of the four lower ones and the door. Each window was 
divided by wooden transoms into twelve little squares; what 
looked like a magnolia tree broke the severity of the facade 
and each end of the house was attached to a low wall which 
was pierced by a rounded doorway. She was not a person 
desirous of many possessions, but she had a sick long ing for 
that house. With a bed in it, a bed of her own, a table and a 
few pots and pans, she believed she would be content. How 
still and cool the nights would be, as she lay beside an open 
window, surrounded by her own garden! To what lo ng , 
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quiet days she would wake each morning! She wanted no 
one else in the house, not even Catherine and Jimmy except 
for visits, and, in the generosity of her happiness, Gerald 
should come too, sometimes, but she knew the silence would 
often be broken by the sound of uneven footsteps. But living 
there would be no test of virtue. A better test would be to 
live there with her family, a constant shortage of money, 
the knowledge that Gerald was still designing hideous little 
villas without the usual worldly reward for sin, yes, even with 
Gerald’s mother living just beyond the garden. Yet she knew 
that she might be worse off in that lovely house. She would 
be deprived of the comforting belief that she would be a 
nicer woman in other circumstances: for her own content 
she might be safer where she was and, after all, things were 
well enough. She had a roof over her head, plenty to eat and 
children who were healthy and satisfactory on the whole: she 
was a citizen of no mean city, one which had never quite 
succeeded in driving back the country: the true, unspoilt 
country was just across the river and the river brought ships 
into the heart of the town. Moreover, Miss Riggs was in the 
kitchen and, whatever the other faults of the little flat, the 
hot water was always hot. 

Carefully, she folded her picture and put it in an envelope 
on which she wrote in her straggling handwriting, ‘My house.’ 
Some day, soon, perhaps, she would show it to Richard, just 
show it without a word and he would put on his spectacles, 
consider it gravely and say, ‘Yes,’ and for long after that she 
would be very happy. He might say something much less 
satisfactory, but no, she would not allow him to do that. She 
would know in good time whether it were safe to show him 
her little treasure. There had never been a time yet when 
she could not have done it but, in half a minute, everything 
might be changed. More than twenty years ago her Whole 
life had changed almost as quickly, and now every half 
minute was a menace while it was a hope. She was forty-five 
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and she felt as though she were still a girl, for though she 
had borne two children, she had not known the emotions 
proper to their making; and she wondered whether, they 
had missed a better love than what she gave them. She did 
not know what quality hers had or lacked, but she was glad 
to hear her daughter opening the door of the flat, banging it 
back and flinging her school satchel on the floor. 

For Catherine, there could be nothing in her mother’s 
appearance to arouse any suspicion of her girlishness; it was 
impossible to imagine any happenings of much importance 
in a life which had advanced to middle-age, but with her 
drowsy eyes, her slow movements, the mouth which looked 
as though she had thought of something funny and then 
decided not to say it, Celia had her importance for her 
daughter. Under her tolerance she preserved her own 
standards, there was something enlivening in her siliences 
and she was still the chief source of physical comfort 
though she was absent-minded in her housekeeping and 
unimaginative about food. 

‘One of Miss Riggs’s days,’ Catherine said. ‘Good! There’ll 
be something nice to eat.’ Her neatly tilted nose was lifted 
in appreciation of a savoury smell. She had a square, school- 
girl’s figure, she knocked the furniture when she passed it, 
not so much in actual clumsiness as in an overflowing of 
conscious health, but her head was charming and the close, 
light brown curls growing upwards from her round neck, 
cleverly matched the aspiring little nose. Some day she would 
be very attractive; at present, though she wsis seventeen, she 
was not in the least concerned with her physical possibilities. 
That, Celia thought loyally, was due to the influence of the 
school, the school to which she herself had gone from the age 
of nine until she was eighteen. For those nine years the school 
had been the chief part of her world, as it had been her sister 
Hester’s and, almost in spite of herself, her sister May’s. 
May’s daughters and Catherine had carried on the tradition 
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without any slackening of enthusiasm, but Celia doubted 
whether they could feel her pride, her sense of enlargement, 
when each morning at prayers, she read, on a board behind 
the headmistress’s desk, these words printed in Gothic 
characters — ‘Knowledge is now no more a fountain sealed.’ 
She was near enough in time to the pioneers to feel some of 
the glow of their achievement; she did not forget that to 
them she owed the privilege of belonging to a big public 
school at a time when people in Upper Radstowe, who con- 
sidered themselves gentlefolks, were still a little shy of this 
broader education. Some of them had not lost their shyness 
yet and feared the contamination of the butcher’s and 
baker’s daughters more than they desired their children’s 
acquaintance with some of the longest established and most 
respected families in the place. Celia’s own family was com- 
paratively long established, a distinction somewhat marred, 
however, by their owning of a draper’s shop. It was the best 
draper’s shop in the city, but in Upper Radstowe there was a 
firm line drawn between wholesale and retail trade and the 
Fellows were on the wrong side of it. This disgrace had never 
troubled Celia: she did not believe it could trouble Catherine, 
but then Catherine was the daughter of an architect and 
May’s daughters had a lawyer for a father. The pure draper 
blood was being diluted with that of the professions. The 
blot on the scutcheon was on the distaff side, except for the 
family of her brother who was still stubbornly a draper. He 
liked to call himself a tradesman, he expected his eldest son 
to follow in his footsteps and, after all, Celia thought, there 
were good thick carpets on the floor of John’s shop; it ought 
to be easy-going and there might be much worse occupation 
for her own child than selling pretty things across a counter, 

‘But not,’ she murmured, ‘in what they call the haber- 
dashery.’ 

When Miss Riggs was in the flat, Celia and Catherine had 
their midday meal in the dining-room. On other days they 



had it in the kitchen, a much pleasanter room than this one 
crowded with the carved oak which Gerald, in simple faith, 
believed must be antique and valuable if only it were black 
enough. It was a litde touching, this simple faith, and, rather 
than disturb it, Celia silently endured the furniture, just as 
she made no adverse comments on the houses he designed 
with so much zest. 

Catherine, eating heartily of the stew, ignored her mother’s 
remark. She was hungry, she had her preoccupations, her 
own universe in which she was not a negligible figure, and 
Celia was apt to drop apparently detached remarks, while a 
show of polite interest, an encouraging inquiry, rarely pro- 
duced a satisfactory reply, so Catherine ate her dinner and 
Celia continued to meditate aloud. 

‘No, not the haberdashery,’ she repeated. ‘The people 
who approach that counter know exactly what they want. 
Tape and hooks and eyes and shirt buttons and bootlaces. 
There can’t be any opportunity for exercising persuasion or 
guiding taste. Hats would be the most fun, I should think, 
but I suppose no one can just spring straight into hats.’ 

Catherine looked up. The last word had reached her con- 
sciousness and-half roused her slumbering femininity. ‘Hats? 
What are you talking about, pet?’ 

‘I was thinking about the shop and which department I 
should like to serve in.’ 

‘That’s a queer thing to think about. I’m sure they’d all be 
loathsome and I should even hate the hats.’ 

‘Oh, would you?’ Celia said. She was disappointed of a 
simple solution to a diflBcult problem. 
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CHAPTER III 

It was difficult, not because Catherine was without ability, 
but because so little could be done for her without money. 
However, she consoled herself, as she dressed to walk out in 
the afternoon sunshine, John’s sense of duty towards his 
family was chiefly confined to criticism. It was not probable 
that he would find a place for Catherine in the shop and, 
from one point of view, he would be right. There would 
be suspicions of favouritism and privilege, and John, in con- 
sequence, would feel bound to badger his niece. It was a 
good thing to be spared the awkwardness of making a sug- 
gestion which would lay Gerald open to blame. John, who 
had inherited the shop from his father, who had inherited it 
from his, and never had any anxiety about his own future 
or his children’s, was without much patience or sympathy 
for the poorer circumstances of a brother-in-law. He was 
inclined to point to his own success and say that what he 
had done, other men could do. 

‘And what has he done?’ Celia asked of her reflection as 
she put on the hat she had worn for two winters and the coat 
she had worn for three and might wear for another. He had 
preserved and perhaps improved a business set on very firm 
foundations, one which, in the worst times, could hardly 
show a loss, while Gerald had started from nothing except 
his qualifications as an architect and his hope that the public 
would realize what they were. There were times when Celia 
feared they realized it all too well, more altruistic times when 
she was thankful that they did, for she had little faith in the 
firmness of the material foundations on which Gerald’s 
houses rose, in the thickness of his walls or the tightness of his 
roofs. In imagination she suffered the rheumatism of the old 
people, the colds of the children who inhabited those villas 
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planned ly Gerald, with striking oddities of ornament and 
design, for a pushing firm of builders who wanted a quick 
return for the money they outlaid. In imagination she saw 
th.e yearly bills for repairs which must be paid by optimistic 
youag couples proud of owning their own house. She hoped 
she sTjffered unnecessarily in this way. She suffered too much 
already from the actual evidences of Gerald’s ingenuity and 
it was just one of the puzales of life that, with more of this 
evidence of which she wsis ashamed, she need never have 
been ashamed to look the butcher in the face. She had been 
brought up by people who were scrupulous to pay their 
household bills punctually and when she had to keep the 
butcher waiting longer than a week for the small amount she 
owed hitrij she could not believe he did not cut the next 
joint for her with great reluctance; she fancied she was con- 
stantly in the thoughts which kept him awake at night; she 
felt ratber uncomfortable when she passed a policeman. She 
had discarded many of the beliefs and values imposed on her 
in childhood, but this one, most inconveniently, remained. 
The clothes which would look so shabby in the sunshine were 
practical signs of her fear of debt. 

There was no sunshine on the terrace when she stepped on 
to it. The tall houses cast their shadow on it and on the road 
below, hut she could see where the sim was picking out bright 
objects far away, shining, here and there, on windows until 
they were like burnished shields, like huge signals flashing 
from one side of the city to the other, and she had only to 
turn leftwards into Barton Street and so to The Green and 
the suspension bridge and she would get all the sun there was 
until it sank behind the cliff. 

She paid the toll. It was an extravagance when she might 
iave stood for nothing on the little lull overlooking bridge 
and river, but nowhere else could she get this feeling of being 
poised, of hovering between earth and water. Though the 
structure was strong enough, no doubt, it looked as though 
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it had been flung across the gulf by a light hand and when 
she stood on it, between the tall railings at the edge and the 
curved girder on the other side of the footpath, she liked 
to believe that a strong gust of wind might catch her up and 
fling her beyond these barriers and to know, meanwhile, 
that she was safe. 

Slowly she walked across the bridge on the city side where 
some of the water was allowed to be a river still, the rest con- 
trolled by locks and gathered into basins for such ships as 
could take the shallow channel from the sea. Beyond these 
docks with their masts and funnels and cranes, beyond the 
warehouses standing like dumb creatures waiting to swallow 
what the ships brought them, beyond these and as far as she 
could see, except for the fields below Easterly, there were 
roofs and towers and spires, the roofs lying flat, like flower 
beds, the spires and towers like carefully trained trees, and 
always there was the sense of freedom given by the water 
coming from the sea and going back to it. 

Now, she stood near the toll-keeper’s little house and 
watched a great variety of cars go slowly across the bridge. 
Even the fastest, with drivers who thought their privileges 
rose with their horse power, were compelled to go at a walk- 
ing pace; even Pauline Carey, in her big yellow car, was 
crawling with the rest, but she was not wearing the properly 
insulted expression at being hindered. She lay back in her 
low seat, her practised hands light on the wheel, her face 
rather set under the rakish little hat and the cosmetics which 
were used not to aid Nature but to produce a decorative 
effect. The face was set in the mould of a mood she need n6t 
trouble to conceal when all eyes were safely fixed in front of 
them, her eyebrows were raised in a question she did not 
seem able to answer, and Celia quickly looked away. She 
was taking her firiend at a disadvantage, seeing without being 
seen, in a moment when Pauline had dropped her mask. 

I suppose we all wear one, she thought. 
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She had crossed to the other side of the bridge and as she 
went with the Radstowe bound traffic she lingered to look 
at the river and the gorge, the bare cliffs steepened here be- 
yond the possibility of harbouring more than ivy and an 
adventurous tree, and to see, farther off, just where the 
rocks began their ultimate submission to flat meadows, the 
chimneys of Paffiine’s own house, discernible to one who 
knew where to look for them, and the garden wall flush with 
the wall of the gorge. Then she hurried after the yellow car 
and, level with it, called Pauline’s name. 

‘Oh!’ The face changed. ‘I’ll wait for you on the other 
side.’ 

They made a contrast, these two women, as they sat to- 
gether a few minutes later. From the back view, if she could 
have seen it, Celia would have been the first to say that she 
looked like some humble dependant of Pauline’s, not quite 
the charwoman but, perhaps, the woman who did her house- 
hold mending. This was a matter of clothes, their cut and the 
art of wearing them; from the front, though still differently 
circumstanced and probably different in tastes, they were 
socially equal and they had a common look of quiet pleasure 
as they sat in the stationary car which was drawn into a 
convenient curve of the road. 

‘I’ve just decided to go to Paris the day after to-morrow,’ 
Pauline said. ‘I shall fly if I can. Will you come?’ 

‘Oh, of course! But why procrastinate? Why not to-morrow, 
What are you going for?’ 

‘Clothes. Look at this weather.’ 

‘You ought to support local industries. What’s the matter 
with John Fellows & Son? All the new spring models. I’ve 
had the catalogue.’ 

‘Are you tempted? You’d much better come with me.’ 

‘I should be frightened,’ Celia said. 

‘Then we won’t fly.’ 

‘Sea-sick.’ 
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‘Nonsense! We’ll wait till the sea’s like a lake.’ 

‘Homesick, then.’ Her mouth twitched but she remained 
grave. ‘I’ve had my fill of foreign travel. I had a fortnight 
in Lucerne after my last term at school. We all had. Just the 
finishing touch, you know.’ She remembered a wounded 
lion in stone, the sun sparkling on blue water, snow moun- 
tains against a bluer sky, coral and tortoiseshell ornaments 
in the shop windows and a thirsty longing for a wet day at 
home. ‘Take me round the Downs, but slowly, and I shall be 
quite satisfied.’ 

Pauline started the car. She went slowly up the slight rise 
and across The Green, but when she saw The Avenue, wide 
and almost empty in front of her, she yielded to her passion 
for showing what the car could do in gathering speed. Celia 
put a hand to her hat; she saw the great elms not as separate 
trees but brought together by this swift passage into a gigan- 
tic fence, with hardly a chink between the posts. Pauline 
checked at the cross roads, long enough but not a second too 
long, saw her way clear and took the short, steep ascent to 
the Downs with the minimum of loss, with some effect of 
doing all this not only with the aid of her brain, but with her 
own body. Then she stopped with precision, a tiny click of 
the brake pulled home, and laid her hands on her knee. 

‘I’m full of admiration,’ Celia said, ‘but I knew all that 
before. I wanted to see the buds on the elms, I wanted to see 
them burgeoning. That’s a good word. It doesn’t sound too 
easy and I don’t suppose it is,’ 

‘And it isn’t easy to drive a car properly.’ 

‘It isn’t easy to do anything properly. To fry eggs, for 
instance.’ 

‘Or to be a friend, apparently. I think you’re rather a 
poor one.’ 

‘That’s just it,’ Celia said with a chuckle. 

‘But, if you won’t come, may I take Catherine? It would 
do her good.’ 
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‘Heaps, but the term isn’t over yet and you might lose her 
in Paris. One hears dreadful stories.’ 

‘Oh rubbish! But of course you’re talking rubbish on 
purpose. The fact is you won’t take a single thing from me.’ 

‘Nothing tangible, but so much that isn’t.’ 

‘It’s horribly selfish.’ 

‘Horribly, but it’s one of my few indulgences.’ 

‘I don’t quite understand it,’ Pauline said slowly. 

‘Oh, I think you do,’ Celia said. 

The ensuing silence was quite amicable. They acknow- 
ledged each other’s right to keep their motives unexplained 
but, since Pauline had ventured on a comment, Celia asked 
a question. 

‘Was it pure kindness, or do you really want some one with 
you?’ 

With her hands behind her, she raised herself to see, above 
the wall and railings guarding the cliffs’ edge, the pale hills 
far away across the sea. Sometimes they were blue, some- 
times grey, never the colour of the grass on them, or the rocks 
or the slag heaps with which they might be blotched. She 
had a dim idea that she was looking at hills as they were in 
the mind of God and that the solution to puzzles, the rule for 
life, was to look beyond what men called facts and to see, if 
she could, the true reality, but those hills were a long way off 
and the facts of every day pressed very close, and as though 
these were too much for her, she dropped back into her seat 
and heard Pauline answering the question she had quite 
forgotten. 

‘Certainly not kindness. I don’t believe in it. Half the 
mistakes we make come of thinking our idea of it must be 
what the other person wants.’ Her thin eyebrows went up 
again, her mouth was curled ironicsilly, and now Celia felt 
free to contemplate her, to wonder what had induced this 
bitter mood in the vivacious Mrs. Carey with her lively 
interest in books, music, pictures and the theatre, and enough 

28 



intelligence, time and money to enjoy them fully. ‘Kindness,’ 
Pauline said, ‘is another of the things that are not easy.’ 

‘You are very clever,’ Celia said gently. 

‘There’s nothing clever in that. It’s obvious.’ 

‘Quite.’ 

‘I see. I’m talking platitudes.’ 

‘Not at all,’ Celia said politely. T was thinking how clever 
you are to drive this — this flamboyant car and wear a hat 
like that and make your face like an artist’s palette and yet . . .’ 

‘Don’t tell me I look like a lady.’ 

‘But you do. I suppose breeding will out, though May 
thinks you look, as well as go, very fast.’ 

‘At my age!’ 

‘May is very stupid,’ Celia explained soothingly, ‘and she 
has to find a good reason for not being as friendly with you 
as she longs to be, and, it’s just occurred to me, why don’t 
you ask her to let Susan go with you to Paris? Susan would 
love it and, you know, she’s charming. I can’t understand 
how May begat her, or is it only men who beget? Anyhow, 
she’s a sweet and I’m sure the noise of the engines will sound 
like soft music in her ears, after her mother’s voice. Not that 
it’s raucous. Just tiresome.’ 

‘Shall I? I confess that I shouldn’t like a refusal from May.’ 

‘Now you are being stupid, too, but I suppose you don’t 
realize that you are one of the social prizes, or how carefully 
I pretend not to know you very well. Already she and Julia 
suspect me a little.’ 

‘How can they?’ Pauline asked unguardedly, and when 
Celia answered, her voice was pitched a tone higher than 
usual; it sounded rather distant and the distance was for the 
implication in Pauline’s question, not for the awkwardness of 
her own reply. 

‘Your husband is a flourishing architect, mine’s not a very 
successful one. I think they imagine I am on the look out 
for pickings on his behalf.’ 
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‘I see. I hadn’t thought of that. They don’t know much 
about you, do they? It’s I who’ve had to do all the running, 
you proud piece!’ 

‘Not proud,’ Celia said. 

‘What, then?’ 

‘Indolent,’ Celia replied, but she might have added that 
she was also cautious, for she had divined, though she had not 
experienced, in Pauline, something capricious and uncertain, 
even a little cruel, which might be roused by an unwary word 
or movement, and, for their friendship’s sake, it was well to 
continue on their present easy terms, with Pauline seeking, 
rather than being sought. 

‘No, they don’t know much about me,’ Celia said. ‘That 
low cunning is the only kind of intelligence they think I’ve 
got. Otherwise I’m very stupid, and yet they like me. At 
least they like being with me. I suppose they feel they can 
relax comfortably in my company. So they can. So they do.’ 

‘You have a lot of patience.’ 

‘No, I enjoy it. I’m very lucky in a taste for simple 
pleasures.’ 

‘I think you make your own luck,’ Pauline said. 
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CHAPTER IV 


‘I’ll walk back and go at my own pace,’ Celia said. 

‘No, I promise to creep. You shall look at all the buds you 
like.’ 

‘But unfortunately,’ Celia said, as, true to her word, 
Pauline went slowly up The Avenue, ‘and please stop for 
a minute, unfortunately there’s more than buds in view. 
That small black person, over there, in the mantle, she always 
wears a mantle, is my mother-in-law.’ 

‘Well, she hasn’t seen us.’ 

‘But she will when we go past. Could you bear to stop and 
pick her up?’ 

‘No,’ Pauline said pleasantly, ‘I could not.’ 

Celia sighed. ‘Another bad mark against me!’ 

‘And do you mind?’ 

‘Not much, but they mount up.’ 

‘Then we’ll give her a little longer and dash past at about 
sixty miles an hour and, if these ruses are really necessary, 
you can be absorbed in the contents of your handbag.’ 

‘Yes. Thank you,’ Celia said meekly, ‘but she’ll see me, 
she sees everything. Dashing about, neglecting my home ’ 

‘Are you afraid of the woman?’ Pauline asked impatiently. 

‘Not exactly. No, not of her, but I detest her emanations.’ 

‘Camphor, I should think,’ Pauline said, flashing past the 
black mantle. ‘She looks camphorous.’ 

‘She is, but that’s fairly innocuous, I believe, except to 
moths. Why she couldn’t stay in the Midlands where she 
belongs, I don’t know. She stayed there mercifully and, I 
think, happily, until two years ago and it’s absurd for 
a woman of her age to come and live here where she has 
no firiends and can’t possibly make them.’ 

‘She must have wanted a daughter’s love.’ 
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‘If only she had a daughter of her own! It would have been 
awful for the poor girl, but how nice for mel’ 

‘Doesn’t Gerald love her as he should?’ 

‘I don’t like to ask him,’ Celia said. 

‘Better not, perhaps. If I see Richard, is there any message?’ 
‘No.’ 

Pauline half laughed and raised her shoulders in a tiny 
shrug. ‘Oh well, I suppose he will be coming, as usual, in the 
summer.’ She brought the car eilongside the flight of steps 
leading to The Terrace and suddenly, as Celia stood on the 
pavement to watch her turn and go, Pauline’s sophisticated 
mouth drooped childishly. 

‘I’ve been to Brimley to-day,’ she s£ud, and the bright eyes 
of the alert and clever Mrs. Carey, who seemed to have all 
she wanted in this world, almost lost their human character- 
istics and darkened into those of an animal which, only 
through its eyes, could ask for help. And Celia could give 
none, but with the drooping of her own mouth, a laxness of 
her whole figure, she offered her dumb sympathy to this 
dumb appeal. Never before had she seen Pauline with all 
her defences down, and they were up again in a minute, 
rjiised by another, slightly different shrug of the shoulders, 
topped by a little flag of defiance as she lifted a hand in fare- 
well. 

Celia now understood her expression as she drove across 
the bridge, why she was rushing off to Paris, did not wish to 
be alone and received the suggestion of Susan’s company 
with rather surprising willingness. Things at Brimley must 
have been worse than usual, she thought, or had she been 
stupidly blind to the fact that they were always as bad as 
this for Pauline? Well, the sight of Richard would comfort 
her, it would comfort anybody, Celia thought, and as she 
entered the hall of the house and looked up at the domed 
skylight above the staircase, the frosted glass seemed to 
disappear and, in the circular space, she fancied she saw an 
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aeroplane carrying away a Pauline restored to gaiety and a 
demurely excited Susan, both peering down for a last look 
at the man who, leaning on a stick, watched their departure. 
She felt a little spasm of envy and then denied it. Susan 
would not look back; youth looked forward; and she who was 
middle-aged, could look back as far and as long as she liked, 
wherever she might chance to be. 

And she did look back for a few minutes before she began 
her ascent towards the skylight. Then she weiit up slowly, 
passing the doors of the drawing-room flat and the one above 
it, and resenting, as she always did, the mutilation of the 
nobly curving staircase. When Gerald converted this old 
house into flats, he had been constrained to rob each landing 
of enough space to make a separate entrance and now the 
stairs crawled upwards like something wounded. However, 
the flats were never empty. Gerald was proud of them and 
he had been paid fairly for his work, yet here was the same 
puzzle of gain and loss, more money for the family and a little 
less beauty in the world. But, she thought, making the best of 
it, there were no servants now, living in the underground 
vaults, no legs aching with going up and down these stairs, 
from basement to attics and attics to basement, no one carry- 
ing hot water to the bedrooms, loaded trays to the dining- 
room or tea to the drawing-room a flight still higher up. The 
gain wins, she thought, her own legs aching a little as she 
put her key in the door and heard, far below, the sound of 
heavy feet. They were not Catherine’s, which were also 
quick and firm; these were the feet of Mrs. Marston coming, 
as it seemed to Celia, in slow, clumsy pursuit. 

She shut the door very quietly. She wondered if she dared 
risk pretending to be out, but no, she could not tell how long 
her visitor might wait on the landing, listening for a betray- 
ing sound within. Mrs. Marston was not altogether lacking 
in imagination, and where poor, stupid May would go away, 
indignant at her unnecessary climb, and John’s Julia would 
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slip a card with a loving message on it, through the letter- 
box, Mrs. Marston, in her low-heeled boots, would keep as 
still as a cat at a mouse hole. She always wore boots, buttoned 
at the sides, and Celia thought those little shining knobs were 
like queerly placed extensions of her senses, giving her 
sharper sight and hearing. She wore the boots in her own 
home; her ankles needed the support, she said, but if she had 
been endowed with all apparent virtues, Celia would still 
have suspected some bad mental twist in a woman who could 
wear boots in the house. 

Quickly she took off her own outdoor shoes, her hat and 
coat. She had a childish hope that Mrs. Marston had not 
seen her in Pauline’s car. Everything connected with Pauline 
had a little gilding on it and she did not want it tarnished by 
the glance of Mrs. Marston’s eyes. She heard the boots on 
the topmost flight; she heard them outside the door, and 
there was a considerable pause before the bell was rung, but 
Celia answered it at once, with a slow, sleepy smile for her 
mother-in-law. It had occurred to her that a suspicious mind 
must be an unhappy one. 

‘I called earlier,’ Mrs. Marston said severely. 

‘Did you? Was I out?’ Celia asked with pleasant vague- 
ness. 

‘You know best,’ Mrs. Marston said. 

She had a small, spare body, which the weakest ankles 
might have supported without difficulty, but it was probably 
heavier than it looked. It was stiff, as though it were made of 
iron tubes that had grown rusty. The cloth mantle widened 
her shoulders; a little perched bonnet, fashionable nearly 
half a century ago and fastened under the chin with loose 
velvet strings, had no softening effect on a face which took 
cold wind and hot sun alike i:^ospitably, with red patches 
on nose and cheek-bones. Often Celia had scanned that face 
in fear of finding in it some likeness to Jimmy or Catherine, 
and rejoiced to see none. Gerald himself owed nothing to her 
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physical appearance and yet he had to pay for it. This was 
not fair. Celia was all too apt to trace the source of her dis- 
satisfactions to this little woman in the buttoned boots, and 
she wondered whether she would have married Gerald, 
even in his uniform, in the peaked cap, and on the eve of 
going to war, if she had seen Mrs. Marston first. 

‘Poor boy,’ she thought, still smiling at his mother. 

‘Having a nap, perhaps,’ said Mrs. Marston, ‘but you 
ought to take a turn in this fine weather.’ 

‘It’s a beautiful day.’ 

Celia had carefully steered her towards the dining-room. 
Fortunately it was the room Mrs. Marston liked, and the one 
containing the bureau, Celia’s books and her little rocking 
chair, was spared the faint smell of camphor, the disapproval 
smd suspicion diflfused by Gerald’s mother who was left 
to admire the baronial oak while Celia made the tea. 

She did not hvury the kettle. Actually, she was a verbal 
match for her mother-in-law, and though there was a kind of 
enjoyment in being pleasantly obtuse, resistance was not 
naturzd to her; she liked life to move to a gracious rhythm and 
this was her weakness and her strength. Little jars and checks 
were so distasteful that she avoided problems which ought 
to have been faced, but she also avoided the state of mind which 
might produce them. Like the majority of people, she moved 
to a simple enough music, but she wanted to keep time and 
tune, Mrs. Marston was an alien and discordant, jerky 
instrument in her orchestra, and she must play it by herself 
for a while. 

But after all, Celia found, it had not been wise to turn the 
gas so low under the kettle eind to spread the butter so slowly 
on the bread, for Mrs. Marston, left like a patient in a doctor’s 
waiting-room, had decided to assert her right to wander at 
will in her son’s home. She appeared in the kitchen doorway 
to say, *I wonder you don’t put the kettle on before you go out 
or, as I should say, before you have yom: rest. Very low, you 
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can keep the gas, and then the water will boil as soon as you 
want it.* 

‘I generally wait for Catherine.’ 

‘Oh then, I’m putting you out, I suppose. And when does 
she get back?’ 

‘I never know.’ 

‘Then I’d make sure if I were you.’ 

‘But I don’t mind. The only rule in this house is that there 
isn’t one, for anybody.’ 

‘I wasn’t brought up that way.’ 

‘Neither was I.’ 

‘And I didn’t bring up my boy that way either.’ 

‘I thought’— Celia began gravely, ‘but do you mind carrying 
the bread and butter and I’ll bring the tray — I thought a 
different method might have better results.’ 

‘And what’s wrong with Gerald, pray?’ 

‘Gerald? I was thinking of myself.’ 

‘Ah yes, that’s what a lot of people do. Well, you’ll have 
her leave school soon and then she’ll be able to help you in 
the house and we’ll see what she thinks about regular hours 
for meals. One good thing, you’ll save that woman’s wages. 
I don’t think she earns them.’ 

‘She would be worth her weight in gold if she sat in the 
kitchen all day and did nothing.’ 

‘Then she must weigh very light. There’s dust in the carv- 
ing on this beautiful old furniture.’ 

‘Yes, it’s part of its antiquity. I think it must have been 
there ever since the barons had it.’ 

‘The who?’ Mrs. Marston asked. ‘I’ve never heard of them 
and they can’t have been very house proud.’ 

‘I don’t think they were,’ Celia said. 

‘Well, we can’t all be alike.’ She lifted her cup and the 
saucer with it. It was true that in pouring out the tea Celia 
had not been quite steady with her aim and there was a 
danger of drips, but Mrs. Marston’s attachment to the saucer 
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was not only caution for her dress or reproach for carelessness, 
it was the gesture of her amiability, of her desire to establish 
the proper, friendly relationship with her daughter-in-law, 
and Ceha, recognizing the signs, prepared herself for defence. 

‘Yes, it will be nice for you to have Catherine home, She*s 
been at school more than long enough, in my opinion, but 
of course you must do as you think best, I only wish I had a 
daughter of my own.’ 

‘I wish you had,’ Celia said. 

‘But I ought not to complain,’ Mrs. Marston said bravely, 
and with a smile. Her teeth were her own, they were strong 
and they would last her lifetime, but in their length and the 
generous way in which they were spaced, they gave the 
impression of being perilously shaky and, during meals, 
Celia was always in fear of looking up and seeing that one of 
them was missing. ‘It’s lonely at times, of course. In fact,’ 
her voice sharpened a little, ‘it’s lonely most of the time, 
to tell the truth. And many hands make light work and two 
incomes go a long way farther than one, even when one of 
them’s as small as mine.’ 

‘And three,’ Celia said, slowly but with the air of making a 
discovery, ‘would go farther still.’ 

‘And where,’ demanded Mrs. Marston, ‘is the third to 
come from?’ 

Celia shook her head. ‘I don’t know. From the same place 
I suppose,’ she mused, ‘as the men who overtake each other 
in races, and the taps that fill cisterns at different speeds and 
when will the cistern overflow? And there’s buying things at 
different prices on different days and how much does each 
apple cost? But that’s easier — a little.’ 

Mrs. Marston put down her saucer and Celia felt sorry for 
her because she was bewildered, uncertain whether to be 
enraged or to consider her daughter-in-law half-witted. 
She could not have had one to suit her less. What she wanted 
was a hearty, gossiping creature, calling her mother, con- 
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fiding in her and meiking her free of the little flat, or some one 
waspish with whom she could have lively quarrels, not a 
woman who, with concealed difficulty, was always courteous 
and therefore disconcerting, who would not take a hint or 
answer a question with directness. 

‘But Catherine will know. She’s good at mathematics. I 
can hear her coming now,’ Celia said, and she went to open 
the door for her. She knew Catherine’s inability to control 
her expression when she was taken by surprise. 

Mrs. Marston may have suspected the finger pointed in 
warning towards the dining-room and Catherine’s answering 
grimace; or she may simply have extended her displeasure to 
Celia’s daughter for she did not respond very cheerfully to 
Catherine when she said, ‘Hullo, Grandmamma!’ in the 
rather high and sprighdy tones she kept for the people she 
disliked. She did nothing to aid the conversation anrl she 
soon took her departure. 
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CHAPTER V 


‘Do you like her?’ Catherine asked. 

‘No,’ Celia said penitently. 

*What a mercy!’ 

‘But sometimes, when I remember, I try to love her.’ 

‘Hard work!’ Catherine said. ‘And I don’t see how you 
can love what you don’t like.’ 

‘Oh, they are quite different feelings. I don’t like worms 
but, in a distant sort of way, I can believe I love them. 
“He made their glowing colours, He made their tiny wings.” 
When I’m in that kind of mood, when the sun’s shining, 
when it’s easy enough to feel charitable.’ 

‘I don’t think worms is at all a good comparison.’ 

‘I didn’t mean it to be exact,’ Celia said gravely. ‘I 
shouldn’t dream of calling your grandmother a worm.’ 

‘No, worms stay where they are put and they can’t talk, 
not to us, anyhow. Oh well, I suppose people turn funny 
when they get old and we don’t see her much. Quite 
enough, though.’ 

She went into her bedroom to do her homework. She did 
not suggest helping to wash the tea-things. Celia had said 
there were no rules in the house, but there were customs 
which were just as rigid and one of these was Catherine’s 
regular disappearance, after tea, into her little slip of a 
room where she stayed until her work was done. She 
had been brought up to feel as free as Jimmy did from any 
obligation to help in the house. She could concentrate 
without any stirrings of conscience when she heard the 
rattling of crockery in the kitchen and, as she was a practical 
person, she found, when she did emerge, a real recreation 
among the pots and pans. 
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Slowly Celia removed the tea-things and laid the table 
for supper, and then, over the kitchen sink and the unfailingly 
hot water, she stood for some time, a little mop in her hand, 
the cups and saucers awaiting attention. With no particular 
desire to do anything else, she did not resent the number 
of hours she had to spend in preparing meals and dealing 
with the dishes afterwards. There were more of these hours 
tlian there need have been, because she refused to hurry, and 
there was always the final resource of leaving a good deal 
undone. A certain amount of dirt, as she had told Miss 
Riggs, was better than a flushed and fussy woman, and, while 
she often wondered why ordinary people like herself should 
live at all and have ordinary children who, in their turn, 
would feel this strangely imperative necessity to preserve 
existence and reproduce it for no obvious purpose, she felt 
that, for her part, in accepting life and giving it to Catherine 
and Jimmy, she had to make it as seemly as she could. In 
absentmindedness, she might bum the soup, but she served 
it without a sign df her anxious efforts to disguise an un- 
mistakable flavour. 

She was troubled now by Mrs. Marston’s determined 
loneliness and economic hints. There was a threat in them, 
a call for kindness and a practical solution of difficulties, 
without any realization of the far vaster difficulties involved, 
and men were very stupid in their reasonableness. If, to 
their minds, a tWg were sensible or convenient, it 
immediately became possible and the psychological effects 
either coxmted for nothing, because they coimted for so 
little with them, or must be combated, by someone else. 
She had learnt the hard lesson of not approaching a subject 
when her mind was full of it; she knew, too, that a threat 
might remain a threat, but she distrusted Mrs. Marston’s 
pathos. As she went down the stairs, she had looked up at 
Celia who leaned over the banisters to watch her go. 

‘Tell Gerald,’ she said and her chin trembled slightly in 
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the foreshortened face, *tell him his mother would like to 
see him, now and then, ^hen you can spare him,’ 

Celia opened her lips and shut them without speaking. 
She had a strong belief in Mrs. Marston’s malice and some 
faith in Gerald’s trmthfulness, yet this seemed a strange 
message for a son Avho had been to see his mother only the 
night before. But she put the matter from her mind. 
It was one she had no right to ponder over, for what, essen- 
tially, was the difference between Gerald’s excursions in 
the body, she knew not where, and her own secret journeys 
of the spirit where she would not allow him to follow her? 
She claimed her own privacy and she gave him his, and he 
had not said anything definite; he had simply given her an 
impression which, after all, might be the true one. 

She emptied her bowl of the water that had gone cold 
while she took one of these little journeys, not far in distance, 
only to Pauline’s garden at the edge of the cliff, but a long 
way off in time, when Jimmy was a baby crawling on the 
grass and Gerald was in Prance and Pauline’s brother lay in 
a long chair and frowned while he tried to knit. She had 
always hoped, and not in vain, that he would drop his 
stitches or get the wool into a tangle, and then she would 
have to help him. Perhaps he had pretended to be clumsier 
than he was — she had never asked him that — but at last 
he had become more sElful than she was herself. 

‘What are you smiling at?’ Catherine inquired. 

‘Why aren’t you iu your bedroom?’ 

‘I’ve finished. INot much to-night and very easy. What 
shall I do and what’s the joke?’ Catherine asked, peering into 
the pots on the stove and turning up her sleeves. ‘Did you 
put any salt in the potatoes?’ 

‘I forget.’ 

‘Then I’ll put some ia for luck.’ She took and dried the 
cups her mother was putting on the draining-board. ‘Do 
you know what I think you ought to have been?’ 
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‘Bom with more sense.’ 

‘Oh no, you have plenty of sense, of your own kind, but 
you ought to have had heaps of servants and sat in a pretty 
room. . . .’ 

‘I do sit in a pretty room.’ 

‘Yes, but a much grander one, and wear a beautiful dress 
with yards of stuff in the skirt spreading round you.’ 

‘I should certainly need yards. I should get fat.’ 

‘And otherwise,’ Catherine went on,‘be exactly like you are.’ 

‘And what may that be?’ 

‘Comfortable.’ 

‘Is that all?’ 

‘But it means a lot. Comfortable,’ she repeated, savouring 
the word and all it meant for her. ‘Now look at Atmt May — 
and thank goodness, we can’t.’ 

‘But I like looking at her. She’s very handsome.’ 

‘Is she? I can’t see her through the noise she makes. But 
she’s a good manager and she needn’t manage. She could sit 
in a pretty room. . . .’ 

‘She can. All her rooms are lovely. I don’t know how she 
does it. Not by taking thought, because that’s beyond her. 
It’s just an instinct. And they have serenity, too. That’s 
what’s so strange. But we don’t know. Perhaps, under the 
froth she has a stillness of her own.’ 

‘Not much good to other people, though. When Jimmy 
goes there, Susan leaves the garden door unlocked and he 
can get up to the nursery without seeing Aunt May. You 
can always hear where she is, so it’s easy to dodge her. 
And the nursery’s a long way up,’ Catherine said with a 
chuckle, and then, as CeHa was silent and looked with 
unnatural interest at the simmering potatoes, she added 
defensively, ‘Well, they must have somewhere peaceful to 
play chess in, mustn’t they?’ 

‘Chess? Oh yes, yes. All the peace in the world I should 
think.’ 
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‘For a minute’, Catherine confessed, ‘I thought you were 
being shocked at deceiving poor old May, but I suppose 
you were only half-listening, as usual.’ 

There were advantages, Celia reflected, in this reputation 
for being so much more absent-minded than she was. Her 
vagueness was for practical affairs; for personal ones she had, 
though she did not wear buttoned boots, her own extensions 
of the senses. She might and did deliberately look away emd 
shut her ears, that was part of her policy, but, at need, she 
was quick enough. Sometimes, in spite of herself, she was 
quicker than she wished to be and yet she had not known 
that Jimmy played chess with Susan. 

‘I must be very stupid,’ she said, and she felt vexed with 
Jimmy for not sparing her the little anxieties she felt when he 
went out at night without a word of explanation, but already 
she had realized that his withholding of an explanation so 
simple was the sign of its importance for him. 

‘All the same,’ Catherine went on, ‘I think it’s a pity 
Priscilla knows. It was she who told me and she’s too 
young.’ 

‘What for?’ 

‘To know people have to run away from her mother. 
She’s too much with grown-up people. They ought not to 
have had her so long after Prudence and Susan.’ 

Celia smiled to herself as she tried to imagine the effect on 
her own mother if, at Catherine’s age, she had made such a 
comment, but she could never have brought herself to mzike 
it. There was still, in her young days, a tendency to be 
embarrassed, when among older people, by any reference 
to babies until they were a few days old, and a corresponding 
tendency to discuss the subject a good deal among her 
contemporaries, but now she could say, without discomfort, 
to her own daughter, ‘I don’t think they meant to have her. 
She’s spoilt, but she’s a lovely child. May simply can’t make 
an aesthetic mistake.* 
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‘Never mind, she meikes heaps of others, and Jimmy and I 
aren’t too avi^, are we? Lucky, I think, considering 
Grandmamma!’ 

‘Hush!’ Celia said, for she heard Gerald at the door, 
and a moment later, she turned to greet him and offer her 
cheek for his kiss. She experienced her usual surprise at 
findin g his own cheek less moist than it looked, her usual 
regret that, while he smiled at her with frank pleasure, she 
could never see him without covert criticism of his appear- 
ance, his thickening figure, and his round, sofdy stubborn 
chin in a face that was eminently kind, and she was the more 
regretful because she knew how rare true kindness was. 

‘We’ve had Grandmamma to tea,’ Catherine said. 

‘Why Grandmamma?’ 

‘Because she came,’ Catherine replied with a world of 
suggestion under her apparent innocence. 

‘Supper’s ready,’ Celia said, and Gerald picked up the 
loaded tray and carried it to the dining-room. 

‘I mean,’ he said, ‘it’s a silly thing to call her. Why not 
Grandmother or Granny?’ 

‘I’ve forgotten the water,’ said Celia. ‘Get it, Catherine, 
please,’ and Catherine, responding to more in her mother’s 
.voice than this simple request, relinquished with a slight 
grimace, the answer she might have made to her father’s 
question. 

‘Do you forget things on purpose?’ he inquired. 

‘No,’ she said truthfully, but she was a little startled. 
She was always inclined to believe him rather dull of sight 
and hearing. ‘No, I’m not so clever as that and we don’t 
often need to be tactful, do we?’ 

‘But when we do, it might be better not to try. You won’t 
teach Catherine to be respectful by sending her on errands. 
Much better let her be as rude as she likes and then tell her 
what you think of her.’ 

‘I’m not so sure,’ Celia said. ‘And respectful?’ she added 
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thoughtfully, as though the word were strange to her. ^You 
can’t teach respectfulness. You can only cause it.’ 

^And my mother doesn’t?’ 

This was half a statement, half a question, and the whole 
was a rebuke, but she said tolerantly, giving Mrs. Marston 
every chance, ‘Oh, don’t you think so? And she gave me a 
message for you. I was to tell you she’d like to see you now 
and then.’ 

She had omitted the last part of Mrs. Marston’s message. 
She did not add that Gerald was to go when she could spare 
him, for the irony she heard in the words might reach him in 
his present mood. He was not a moody person, and while 
she served the food and ate it, made little noises in response 
to Catherine’s chatter, heard Jimmy, late as usual, open the 
front door and turn on the hot water in the bathroom and 
knew he would leave the usual tidemark of dirt from his 
engineering shop, she felt an interest in Gerald which was 
inspired entirely by this mood: she saw at what a dis- 
advantage the good-natured person places himself. Gerald 
cheerful, was more or less ignored; in this state of mild 
irritation, which would have been placidity itself in some 
fathers of families, he became of more importance, she 
wanted to make him happy. 

‘The meek shall inherit the earth,’ she said suddenly, 
‘but I wonder how long they have to wait for it. Jimmy was 
a very good baby and played by himself for hours.’ 

She saw him again on the grass in Pauline’s garden and 
something sentimentally reminiscent in the droop of her 
eyelids and the curve of her lips made Catherine say 
mockingly, ‘I’m sure he was sweet, but I don’t see what he 
has to do with the conversation.’ 

‘Or why he should be late for every meal,’ Gerald said. 

‘It’s his way of being punctual. And Catherine demanded 
attention all the time and so she got it.’ 

‘I’m not getting it now.’ 
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but you aren’t asking for it.’ 

‘Have I to ask? All right.’ She turned to her father. ‘We 
have to ask for it,’ she said. 

‘And shall we get it?’ His eyes, looking at Celia steadily, 
were those of the young soldier in the peaked cap who had 
asked for what he wanted with so little selfish urgency, 
saying nothing of his claim to kindness at that hour, anf^ 
now, with a smile, she forced herself to pay some of the 
debt she owed him. 

‘I’m sorry. You mustn’t let me talk to myself. It’s a bad 
habit,’ she said lightly. It was also a dangerous one. It had 
led her into qjmost making a promise and she doubted 
whether she could keep it. 
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♦ 

CHAPTER VI 

She leant over the bath — her sleeves turned up — and 
removed Jimmy’s nightly tidemark, so that the bath should 
be clean for the family in the morning. The steam from the 
hot water made a congenial mist about her, like a mantle 
for her thoughts, an insulator which made them safe from 
reaching other people, and what she thought was that her 
relationship with Gerald was very much like her relation- 
ship with the little fiat, but infinitely harder. By neglecting 
some of the duties of a good housewife, she stored the energy 
necessary for avoiding friction; by avoiding, as much as 
possible, Gerald’s demonstrations of affection, and she had 
almost perfected her technique, she could give him the 
friendship and the kindness which vanished when more was 
asked of her. He lost everything when he tried to take all 
and yet his desires were natural, their absence would have 
reproached her womanhood which was alive enough, 
though not for him. She blamed herself for a lack of 
generosity, for a narrowness of the spirit which ought to have 
been so big that the merely physical incidents were negligible 
pin-points, but for her the spirit and the body were not 
separable and one could not enclose the other. They were 
entangled and, with her spirit far away, she could not keep a 
complaisant body here. And yet, she thought, pausing in her 
labours and staring in front of her as though dimly, through 
the steam, she could see a light which would make all things 
clear if her own sight were stronger, Catherine who was 
conceived in horrified reluctance was now a precious 
possession, a treasure she would have refused if she could 
have had her way. It seemed as though wisdom lay in 
giving as much as possible and taking everything that was 
offered, but it was all a mystery, for she had refused part of 
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Richard’s offering and, through that refusal, he had become 
a sort of father to this same Catherine. She liked that 
thought, but aloud she murmured, ‘What a muddle and a 
mess !’ 

‘Yes,’ Jinuny said, ‘I ought to have gone in for a cleaner 
trade.’ 

She turned and seated herself on the edge of the bath. 
‘I don’t mind. I like dabbling in hot water, and yes, I like 
that tie better than the one you wore at supper.’ 

He touched it as though he had forgotten which it was, 
as though he had not been considering himself critically 
in his bedroom; then he went to the washing basin and 
scrubbed his nails and, examining them ceirefully, he asked, 
‘Why didn’t you make me into a little gentleman?’ He held 
out his hands. ‘Awful, aren’t they?’ 

‘Honest toil,’ Celia said, guessing that he saw them poised 
above a chessboard. She stretched towards the shelf over- 
hanging the bath and brought down a little pot of cream. 
‘Have some of this.’ 

‘All right. Shove up.’ He sat beside her and solemnly 
they rubbed the cream into their hands. ‘Pity to spoil 
yours,’ he said at length. ‘I’d like to see Aunt May cleaning 
a bath! If I were a nice helpful lad, I’d do it myself. Yes, 
give me a rag and a bit of soap or whatever it is you use, 
and rU wipe the dirt off myself before it has time to stick. 
Never thought of that before. Save heaps of time and 
labour. Put the weapons on a tin plate or something under 
the bath and I’ll know where to find them, but don’t,’ he 
begged, ‘keep changing the place for them.’ 

‘You wrong me,’ Celia said. ‘I’m not in the least 
concerned with what happens under the bath. They’ll be 
left where they are.’ 

‘Not if old Riggs finds them.’ 

‘I’U tell her.’ 

He gave her a rough kiss. ‘Good night.’ 
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‘Are you going to be late?’ 

‘I don’t suppose so. And does it matter? You never wait 
up, do you?’ 

‘No,’ she said, and she did not tell him that though she 
never waited for him, she never slept until she heard his key 
in the lock. 

He went away, but he was back in a moment. ^Quite 
harmlessly employed,’ he assured her with a grin. 

Yes, the game was harmless enough, she thought, but 
what of the girl on the other side of the chessboard. Would 
she be harmless for Jimmy, even if she loved him? She 
pictured the two in the old nursery, whence the toys had all 
gone or been hidden away, though the childish pictures were 
still hanging and the families of china animals were still on 
the mantelshelf and Susan’s doll’s house stood on a sturdy 
table against the wall. She had never shared it with 
Prudence or allowed Priscilla, when her time came, to play 
with it. Its front, which swung back on hinges, to give 
access to the rooms, could be and, unless Susan was busy with 
the house, always was firmly locked, and Celia remembered 
her own shocked surprise when she saw a little girl of twelve 
years old turning the key in the tiny padlock and putting it 
in her pocket. All the other grown-up people assembled for 
the birthday party had exchanged glances and raised eye- 
brows at this unnatural gesture, and Julia, John’s wife, who 
made a study of the youthful mind, was more distressed 
than anybody else in discovering indications of bad character 
and foreseeing disastrous habits of secrecy and acquisitive- 
ness. Prettily, very gently, for all children must be handled 
tenderly, she had promised Susan her choice of furniture 
for two of those empty rooms on condition that Prudence 
should play with the house when she chose, and Susan had 
refused, gravely and politely. This doll’s house, as Celia 
had soon come to understand, was not a toy. It was a little 
world Susan was going to create and she knew it was work 
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for a single mind and purpose. It was a world, too, which 
could not get beyond control. She could change it with her 
own changing conceptions of beauty and there were no 
wilful human beings in it to upset her plans. There was no 
semblance of a human being in it. She had never had a cook 
in the kitchen or a lady and gentleman sitting woodenly in 
armchairs, beside an empty grate. Its only inhabitants were 
Susan’s thoughts, the experience and developments in her 
few years, and it seemed to Celia that the thought of Jimmy 
would be alien in it. She wondered if the doll’s house had 
ever been unlocked for him. It would be interesting to know 
that, and suddenly, she felt an unreasonable anger against 
the niece she loved, because, in her vision of the nursery, 
she saw that doll’s house secretly enclosing the real Susan 
while Jimmy thought she was playing chess with him. 
No, Celia could be fairly sure he had not been allowed to 
look inside. He would want to put electric light into it, 
he would want to set up a cistern and bring pipes from it 
into a bathroom, he would misunderstand the whole 
conception. And that might be just as well and the sooner 
the better, Celia thought. Susan was his cousin and that 
was a disadvantage in itself and chess could hardly provide 
enough sympathy on which to build a life together. 

‘But this is too fast, too fast,’ she said, admonishing her- 
self. 

She recovered her normal rhythm and slowly gathering 
up the clean silver from the kitchen table, she carried it to 
the dining-room and put it away in the sideboard drawer, 
but the drawer would not run easily and the contents 
rattled. 

Gerald looked up from the plans spread out before him. 
‘Coax it,’ he advised. 

‘That’s what I’m doing and it simply gibbers at me. It’s 
the kind of drawer I might have made myself. Bad work- 
manship.’ 
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‘Bad workmanship? Look at the carving!’ 

‘YeSj I know, but I like things to be smooth. Dogs with 
smooth coats and drawers that run and silk underclothes.’ 

‘Your brother has his windows full of those,’ Gerald said 
rather grimly. ‘Do you know what he’s doing to the shop?’ 

‘No, I haven’t seen him lately.’ 

‘Putting in a new frontage — acres of plate glass. I saw 
the scaffolding as I came by to-night. He might have given 
me the chance of making a design.’ 

‘Yes, he might,’ she said loyally, ‘but he seems to be 
completely without imagination.’ It occurred to her, as she 
spoke, that John might think Gerald had too much, and she 
looked down at the elevations of his little houses. 

‘I’d have been glad of the money,’ he muttered. ‘But 
never mind. Things may be better in the summer. There’ll 
be people getting married and wanting houses and when 
that begins,’ he tapped the plans in front of him, ‘more of 
these will go up.’ He hesitated, ‘There’s been som'e talk 
about our going to live there. There couldn’t be a better 
advertisement than an architect living in his own house, 
and you’d like that, wouldn’t you? Plenty of fresh air. 
You’d have a bit of garden. And look, these new houses 
are very simple and you like plain things. No ornament 
on them, you see. Big windows.’ He looked about him. 
‘And no sloping ceilings.’ 

‘No,’ Celia said, A child with half a dozen bricks could 
have reproduced Gerald’s variations in the arrangement of 
rectangular blocks. On a large scale, their mass would have 
had a certain grandeur: on this small one, they were absurd 
and she saw them springing up amid the unmade roads like 
fungoid growths on a blighted stretch of country. 

‘And labour-saving,’ he said contentedly. 

‘Yes, that sounds very attractive,’ she said, but from 
experience she knew it meant little more than a serving hatch 
from kitchen to dining-room and a complete absence of 
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cupboards. 'But we’re very cosy here, and it would be a 
long way out for the children.’ 

'Oh well, Catherine will be leaving school soon. There’s 
no reason why she shouldn’t leave at the end of this summer 
term, and you’ll save Miss Riggs’s wages.’ 

Celia moved from her place beside his chair. 'Did you 
see your mother last night?’ she asked, for he seemed to be 
echoing his mother’s words and she hoped they were indeed 
only an echo and not a sign that his mind naturally worked 
as her’s did. 

'No.’ There was just a hint of defiance in his direct stare. 
'Why do you ask?’ 

'Because I hoped you had.’ 

'Has she been badgering you about me?’ 

'Oh no, but you are saying just what she said about 
Catherine. She’s only seventeen. I want her to have another 
year at school. We all stayed at school until we were 
eighteen.’ 

'I daresay. Your father happened to be a rich draper.’ 

'And after that,’ Celia went on with the firmness which 
came so hardly to her, 'she must be trained to earn her 
living. There’s my thousand pounds.’ 

He laughed. 'That was a fine legacy, wasn’t it? Your 
father seems to have had no more imagination than your 
brother.’ 

'He had old-fashioned ideas about a husband’s duty to 
support his wife.’ 

'And that,’ said Gerald, turning red, 'is the worst thing 
you have ever said to me. Haven’t I done my best?’ 

'Yes, yes, poor boy.’ She put a hand on his shoulder and 
then her cheek against his. 'And your best has been very 
good.’ 

He pulled her to his knee. 'You mean that?’ 

She shut her eyes and nodded and, while he kissed her 
eyelids, she thought she was justified in her mental reserva- 
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tions about the sad material results of all his conscientious 
labour. 

‘Well, if you mean that . . he said, and, hearing the 
emotion he tried to keep out of his voice, she was moved to a 
realization of all she had left undone and unsaid, she shrank 
from the thought of all, in mere kindness, she must say and 
do. ‘If you think that, we’ll manage somehow. But there’s 
not nearly a thousand pounds. A lot of it went for Jimmy’s 
articles, you know.' 

‘Yes, I know, but we must keep the rest for Catherine.’ 

‘Yes, we must,’ he agreed. ‘We will. And then,’ he said, 
laughing a little, ‘she’ll marry at once and our nest egg will 
be gone.’ 

‘I don’t want her to do that.’ 

‘It’s what you did yourself.’ 

‘She might not be so lucky as I was,’ she said, and she, 
too, laughed a little. Her eyes were still shut, but she could 
feel him trying to interpret that laughter. It might have 
meant content or faint derision and, though she was not 
contented, she knew she had no right to deride anyone 
except herself and, for his reassurance, she touched him 
lightly on the cheek. But when she left him to say good 
night to Catherine, she stood for a minute in the passage 
with her clenched hands against her mouth. Then she 
dropped them. She had no choice. Here was a human being 
who depended on her more than she had cared to believe* 
She could not deny him what measure of happiness it was in 
her power to give. 
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CHAPTER VII 


Gerald was asleep. He snored with a gentle whistling 
sound which ascended slowly and ended with a determined 
downward puff. The noise was not loud, but it was regular, 
and each puff took shape for her in the darkness, dun- 
coloured, circular, a bubble that would not break, and she 
was oppressed by their increasing number; she fancied they 
would soon fill the room and smother her unless she could 
persuade them to go out by the window. Carefully she freed 
herself from his heavy arm and slipped out of the bed. 
He stirred, the sounds ceased for a moment and then began 
again on a lower note and she thought the puffballs were a 
little darker, a little bigger. 

Here, as in the sitting-room, there was a stool under the 
window. Standing on it, she pulled back the curtains and 
looked out at the view she had seen that morning in the 
sunshine. No moon was visible, but there was pale light 
on the crowded roofs and she could distinguish the fields 
rising to Easterly; there was no wind and, for a few moments, 
not a sound reached her from outside. The place was under 
some enchantment of stillness and she was held less by its 
beauty than by its look of defencelessness in the quiet night 
and by the thought of the defencelessness against fate of all 
the hidden people and the meek trust with which they laid 
themselves down to sleep and took the supreme blessing 
of oblivion. From how many women, she wondered, had this 
precious gift been kept by worse trumpetings than Gerald’s? 
And suddenly, mocking these human noises, there came 
through the stillness the loud hooting of a ship’s siren. It did 
not break the stillness: it was like a level trough of sound 
with peace on either side of it and, when it came again, 
it brought her youth with it. She felt the happiness of those 
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days when a whole world was at war, when it was filled 
with tortured minds and bodies and the chief part of her own 
suffering was her shameless ability to forget those griefs. 
Then the hooting of the sirens had not reached her as a 
sound of mourning. She, unlike countless other women^ 
did not hear it as a scream of pain: everything, all sights and 
sounds, were ministers to her content. There was no future, 
no reckoning to be made, and when, after what might have 
been years or a single day, the reckoning had to be faced, she 
refused to do the sum. What was the use of adding and sub- 
tracting and cancelling out when she already knew the 
answer? She had ignored it, but she had known it all the 
time. ‘And yet,’ she told the night, as she had told Mrs. 
Marston, ‘I was never very good at mathematics.’ But she 
had to pay her debts, to fulfil her obligations and she could 
not comfort herself with a sense of noble renunciation. 
She acted according to her nature and, though she suffered, 
she would have suffered more in acting otherwise. She was 
waiting for Gerald when he came home without a scratch, 
but her youth was not there to meet him. Had he missed it? 
Did he think it had gone with the ruin of so much else? 
It was intact. All her capacities for love and gaiety were 
unchipped, unfrayed, and though she was cynic enough to 
tell herself that this might be because they had been safely 
laid away, like sentimentally kept relics of girlhood, a dance 
programme or a dress worn in some happy hour, and like 
them would seem foolish or out of date if they were brought 
forth again, she still believed she could produce them in all 
their freshness, in spite of her two children, in spite of 
Gerald in the barbaric bed. And she never would, not those 
particular capacities, but she had others which better served 
her present turn, and remembering Miss Riggs’s sense of 
secure possession in her loss, she believed that she, too, was 
fortunate in having her unspoilt memories. 

She shivered, standing there in her nightgown, and left 
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her perch. Gerald turned in his sleep and the snoring 
ceased; then as he settled his head into the pillow with an 
impatient, childish movement, he let out a long sigh. Where 
did it come from? she wondered. Perhaps it came from some 
region he had not consciously explored but found in his 
sleep and felt its bitter loneliness, and pity for him overcame 
her physical repugnance, her cruel desire for cleansing. 
Or perhaps he had his happy secret places, as she had hers 
and, in that case, he had no right to her but, more likely 
still, she thought, the sigh was only caused by some 
readjustment of his breathing. 

She had her knee on the bed when she heard someone 
stirring in the passage and when she opened the door 
she saw Jimmy in his pyjamas, his hair ruffled, his mouth 
stretched in a yawn. 

‘Hungry,’ he said. 

, ‘Wait a minute.’ She put on her dressing-gown and 
slippers and found him where she had left him and looking 
about three years old. ‘ril make some tea,’ she said, and 
by the gas fire in the dining-room they drank it and ate 
biscuits. 

‘Mustn’t forget to clean our teeth,’ he said. His own were 
strong and regular. ‘Biscuit crumbs play the deuce with 
them.’ 

‘Haven’t you been to sleep? I thought you might have had 
a nightmare. You used to, when you were little, and I 
rather liked it when you did. You became so affectionate 
and I became so important, and then, the next morning, 
it was disappointing, you were quite self-sufficient again.’ 

He paid no apparent attention to these reminiscences. 
Catherine would have kissed her and told her she was 
important still: frowning a little, Jimmy sent his tongue 
prying among his teeth and she knew he had no curiosity 
about her as a person with a life apart from his. He did not 
wonder why she was awake and what might be happening 
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in her mind any more than she had wondered about her 
own mother whose ordered life had seemed limited to the 
interests of her children and her husband. It had never 
occurred to Celia that there might be indecorous desire, or 
even criticism of the man she had married, in that Victorian 
matron, but towards the end of her life, when discreet 
behaviour had become less imperative as an example, she 
had sometimes displayed a dry kind of humour, as though 
she were leaving a door ajar for anyone who chose to enter. 
But if that invitation had been accepted, she might have 
expected another in return and Celia had not been willing 
to give it. She, too, had presented herself as a matron of 
discretion, and now, wishing her son would see her as more 
than that, she regretted her refusal. 

‘Such a lot of loose ends,^ she said. ‘I hope we’re allowed 
to pick them up in another world.’ 

‘Don’t believe there is one,’ Jimmy said. 

‘No, but you’ll hope there is when you come to my age.’ 

‘What’s the matter with this one?’ 

‘Loose ends,’ she said again. ‘I’d like to make them into 
something satisfactory.’ 

He gave his grin of amusement. ‘You won’t be any tidier 
than you are now. I’m going to tie up my ends while I’m 
here.’ 

‘I’m glad you can,’ she said demurely. 

‘You’ve only got to know what you want and want it 
hard enough.’ 

‘And smash everything that gets in your way. Yes,’ she 
said encouragingly, and, looking at his sturdy face, his broad, 
strong hands, she Imew he would not be daunted, as she was, 
by the evidences of a crash. 

‘And what I’d like to smash at this moment,’ he said, ‘is 
my Aunt May’s face.’ 

‘She’s very nice looking,’ she protested. 

‘She’s stupid. I don’t know,’ this was the first compliment 
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he had ever paid her, ‘I don’t know how you managed to 
have a sister like that.’ 

*Or how she managed to have her daughters.’ 

‘H’m, Priscilla takes after her all right. She wants spank- 
ing, that kid.’ 

‘The family seems to be in disgrace.’ 

‘No, I am.’ 

‘Oh Jimmy, what a bother!’ 

‘Yes, you’ll hear all about it, so I’ll tell you first.’ 

Feeling immensely flattered by this rare confidence, she 
listened, not too eagerly, to the story she knew in part 
already, the garden door left open for him, the chess with 
Susan in the nursery. 

‘And I’m sure it was that kid who told.’ 

‘I don’t like that word.’ 

‘I don’t like the kid. And up came old May and told me 
I was an ill-mannered boy, getting into her house on the sly. 
I’d have been much more ill-mannered if I’d told her why. 
And then she made some damn vulgar insinuations.’ And 
now, in his eyes, darker and softer than usual because he was 
troubled, she found some likeness to the little boy in the 
clutches of a nightmare, ‘In front of Susan!’ 

‘And they were all false?’ To that he made no direct reply, 
and Celia said, ‘I shouldn’t let them keep you awake at 
night.’ 

‘I can’t forget the look on Susan’s face,’ he said simply. 

‘I’m sure she must have been very much annoyed with her 
mother.’ 

‘Oh! You think it would only be that?’ 

‘And ashamed of her, perhaps. It’s terrible to be ashamed 
of a parent.’ 

‘Oh!’ he said again. ‘I was afraid — well, we may get some 
more chess, after all.’ 

‘Why not?’ Celia asked lightly. 

‘Putting ideas into her head,’ he muttered. 
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Celia smiled secretly. She doubted May’s ability to put 
any ideas into Susan’s neat and knowing head and Susan 
had probably realized where Jimmy was long before he 
suspected it himself. He was not the only young man in 
Upper Radstowe and she was both touched and vexed 
that he should dower Susan with such innocence. She said 
sensibly, ‘Don’t worry about it. With another girl it might 
be awkward; with a cousin it doesn’t matter. She’s prac- 
tically a sister,’ she said and pretended not to see a tightening 
of his lips which reminded her unwillingly of Gerald. ‘You 
can laugh at poor old May together and you’ll have your 
chess again.’ 

‘Chess?’ he said slowly. ‘Yes, let’s call it chess. One name’s 
sometimes better than another, and as for the game, tiddly- 
winks would suit me just as well. But as for laughing,’ his 
voice rose a little, ‘it isn’t funny. It’s true! But you see, 
Susan didn’t know. I didn’t want her to know. Not yet. 
I have to give myself a chance. If she guesses now, she’ll 
turn me down.’ 

‘Is that your experience of girls?’ 

‘Susan’s different,’ he said. 

It was his profession of faith, the faith of every man when 
he first falls in love. Susan was different, not prone to the 
temptation of accepting adoration she could not return and 
persuading herself that it would do no harm, but in fairness 
to Susan, if she needed fairness, Celia remembered that no 
girl, physically inexperienced, quite understood the strength 
of the forces with which she played. She measured it by her 
own mild excitement and the mental pleasure of watching 
her own skill in approaches and retreats. Oh bother! she 
thought. I suppose I shall have to explain all that to 
Catherine, before long. 

‘Perhaps,’ she ventured aloud, ‘the chief difference is that 
she’s a cousin.’ 

‘You needn’t say it again. I didn’t miss it the first time 
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you emphasized the cousinship. And practically a sister! 
Do I want to spend my evenings with Catherine?* 

‘No, it wasn’t very adroit/ she agreed. ‘I’m not very 
adroit, Jimmy. I just want to spare you pain.’ 

‘But why,’ he asked, ‘should I have to have it?’ 

‘Because we all do,’ she said. 

He was silent for a moment. After all, she had made him 
see her as a person and now she hoped he would not look 
too far and, either in chivalry for her or unwillingness to 
know more, he looked away and said, ‘But there are different 
kinds of pain. I don’t see why mine should come from 
Susan.’ 

‘Perhaps it won’t. Oh dear! I thought I’d finished long 
ago with the nursery fireguard, but I’ve had to bring it out 
again. There are different ways of getting burnt! You are 
tall enough now to reach over it, but at least I’ve made a 
show of protecting you. Go to bed. You have to be up so 
early in the morning.’ 

‘So have you.’ 

‘I can go to sleep in the afternoon.’ 

‘You can’t! You’ll have old May stumping up the stairs.’ 

‘I shall get some fun out of that. Sleep or laughter, it 
doesn’t much matter which. Good night.’ 

‘Good night. Thanks for the tea.’ 

This, as she knew, was as near as he could get to thanking 
her for what was more important and he would be rather 
gruffer than usual in the morning, regretful of his confidences 
and a little suspicious of her future dealings with him. But 
he had nothing to fear. She did not expect to go on from the 
point they had reached to-night. She would slip back meekly 
into her proper place, just as she had to slip back into her 
bed. She had chosen it and she had to lie on it, and she 
was lucky to have one at all, but for a long time she 
did not fall asleep in it. She was troubled and puzzled by a 
feeling of enmity towards Susan for whom she had always 
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had a special fondness. Was she more possessively maternal 
than she had believed and ready to be jealous of the girl’s 
love or indignant at her indifference? She could not answer 
that question, but, profoundly and unreasonably, she wished 
there were no such person. And if she goes to Paris with 
Pauline, I hope she’ll stay there, she thought absurdly. 
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CHAPTER VIH 


Contrary to all likelihood, Jimmy mentioned her while he 
was having his breakfast and because the rest of the house- 
hold was still asleep, for he had to be at his work very early, 
it seemed as though last night’s conversation had not been 
broken. 

‘I’ve never noticed it before,’ he said, ‘but you’re rather 
like her to look at. Not the face exactly. I think it must be 
the way you move and the shape of you.’ 

‘I never move unless I must and I’m twice her size,’ Celia 
said, and Jimmy replied without distress, ‘Oh, she’ll catch 
you up when she’s your age.’ 

Yes, the hips, so slim now under the trim plumpness 
above, would probably grow a good deal wider, but the feet 
would not grow smaller and they were already bigger than 
Celia’s. They were the big feet of Susan’s generation, but 
they were not unshapely. She had been cast in a good 
mould; she was comely and she knew, another characteristic 
of her generation, how to give an impression of beauty. They 
were fortunate, these girls of the moment. Celia’s own hair 
waved naturally, but she could remember the stoically 
endured lank locks of some of her contemporaries in her 
youth, the pale cheeks and lips and eyelashes which had to be 
accepted as a cross in the name of respectability, while 
to-day, such disadvantages were a challenge to skill and 
coimage, a blank canvas waiting for a picture. 

‘There it is again!’ she exclaimed and Jimmy looked up 
inquiringly. ‘The profit and loss account,’ she said. ‘I’m 
beginning to think they really do adjust themselves to keep a 
balance. Ugly machinery spoiling the world on one side 
and definitely prettier people on the other.’ 

‘No efficient machinery can be ugly,’ he said coldly. 
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‘A machine is beautiful when it fulfils its purpose with the 
least possible waste of energy/ 

He was right. She was on the point of saying that the 
pretty people fulfilled their purpose, too, though with rather 
more labour than was necessary, but, with her hands clasped 
in front of her, she decided to remain meek and silent under 
his reproof. This was the best turned sentence she had ever 
heard from him; she liked his air of authority and she was 
surprised by her feminine pleasure in being scolded. 

‘There’s nothing wrong with good machinery,’ he went 
on. ‘I’m not guilty of spoiling any of your world.’ He gave 
a backward jerk of his head. ‘What about his houses?’ 

Her own head went up. ‘They’ve fed and clothed you,’ 
she said severely. Then, more gently, she added, ‘Don’t 
be unkind about them. He likes them.’ 

‘All right, all right, but just tell me this. Do you like 
them yourself?’ 

‘No,’ she said sadly. 

‘Then why on earth didn’t you tell him, long ago, before 
they grew into a habit?’ 

It was a more searching question than he knew. The 
answer involved the whole history of her divided loyalties. 
There had been a satisfaction, hardly recognized until this 
minute, a justification of herself, another reason for detach- 
ment, in despising Gerald’s creations, and now Jimmy was 
making her responsible for the very things she had disowned. 

‘But would it have made any difference?’ she asked, and 
she thought the young were very cruel and he was typically 
masculine when he said briskly, ‘Heaps, I should think. 
But for goodness’ sake, don’t say anything. It’s too late, 
now, and he would feel very sore if he found you’d been 
hating them all the time. That would give him a nasty 
knock.’ 

He hurried away and she heard him running down the 
stairs, careless of the nasty knock he had given her. Men, she 
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thought, always had this resource of attributing their failures 
to their women, and though Gerald, unaware of failure, was 
not put to this necessity, his son was laying the blame in 
the appointed place. 

^Must we do everything?’ she asked herself angrily, as she 
looked with distaste at Jimmy’s, breakfast plate. ‘Bear their 
children and bring them up, manage the money, do without 
nearly everything we want and pretend we don’t want any- 
thing, keep the peace, be polite to their horrid mothers, and 
do half their work as well? Where do they think we are going 
to get the energy?’ 

Life was easier now when, as Jimmy said, it was too late, 
but when the children were small she had worked much 
harder than Gerald had, doing up buttons and undoing 
them, tying strings, washing and ironing and sewing, 
answering questions, persuading and commanding, pushing 
perambulators or, much more wearyingly, adapting her 
pace to shorter legs and her patience to the delays incident 
to an intense curiosity about a world full of wonders. Those 
afternoon walks, every day for weeks and months and years, 
when she was tired and sleepy and longed for a sofa and a 
book, were among her most heroic achievements. Now, 
when she saw mothers with young children and no nurses, 
she was deeply thankful for middle-age and a son and 
daughter who could manage their own buttons and find their 
way about the streets. And yet, actually, there was and 
could be no end to her care of them although Jimmy had 
reached the age when he could question her dealings with 
his father. But her indignation passed with her rare 
indulgence of it; she had an honest mind and she knew she 
had no right to feel ashamed of Gerald. 

It was in pure penitence that she burnt his breakfast 
bacon, a mishap which had its germ in a mistake made more 
than twenty years ago and her realization of the continuity 
of events was at once a despair and a hope. The past was 
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for ever chasing the present and overtaking it, but the future 
must outstrip them both and in that determination she helped 
Gerald into his overcoat, kissed him, and watched him go 
down the stairs. The smile with which she sped him was 
partly for her fear that the exuberance of his spirits might 
lead him to some regrettable singularity of design, but she 
could not now deny him kindness because, long ago, she had 
denied him counsel. 

She regretted her failures, but she returned cheerfully to 
the little flat, for she was faced with a whole long morning 
to herself. There was no critic of her leisurely way of going 
about her affairs, no one to see her standing on the stool and 
looking at the spread city or taking a book from the shelf 
she should be dusting. She refused to spoil her precious 
solitude by anticipating May's angry advent and in this 
she was wise, for when she opened the door that afternoon, 
in answer to an imperious push of the bell, she saw signs of 
satisfaction, not of anger, on her sister's face. Behind her, 
less satisfied, but prettily polite, was Julia. 

^Two of you!' Celia exclaimed. 

^We happened to meet,' said May, marching in. 

‘How lucky you are!' Celia said, for they met nearly 
every day and always made a point of the fortuitous nature 
of their encounters, as though each was unwilling to admit 
a pleasure in the other’s company. 

Julia, playfully serious, shook her head. T don't believe 
in luck.' 

She looked absurdly young to be the mother of a large 
family. Her big blue eyes were still the childish ones which 
had enchanted John into the one hasty action of his life. 
In anyone else he would have scoffed at so headlong a 
wooing and marriage and foretold disaster, and there were 
many people who foretold it for him, but they were wrong. 
He might rage at her, he might think she was a fool and tell 
her so, but the enchantment held. The great eyes, the little 
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nose with its fluttering nostrils could still move him to 
passionate tenderness and the violence of his tempers and 
his love had not marked her small pointed face. She must 
have had some stubbornness of character to preserve her 
and also some imperishable individualityj for though she 
was dressed, unwillingly, from the shop she hated and in 
the height of fashion according to the house of Fellows, she 
gave the impression of wearing a poke bonnet and girlish 
fripperies of frills and ribbons belonging to another day. 

‘Not lucky to meet May!’ Celia exclaimed. ‘Then you 
must be dogged by misfortune.’ 

‘You are very naughty,’ Julia said. ‘May I sit in this 
darling little rocking-chair? I believe these things are 
arranged for us.’ 

‘It’s Mrs. Carey,’ said May, ‘who is making all the 
arrangements.’ She had taken up a position in a corner of the 
sofa and she sat there, solid, handsome, grander than usual 
in manner and less voluble. She had the eyes of an ox and 
in the heavy silences which punctuated her flow of talk, 
she seemed to ruminate with all time at her disposal. She 
was in Celia’s sitting-room, but somehow she transformed it 
into a meadow rich with buttercups and daisies. 

‘For Julia?’ 

May stopped chewing the cud for a moment, as though 
she had noticed some disquieting object in the field. ‘Julia 
has nothing to do with it.’ ^ 

‘Certainly not!’ Julia said with agitation of the invisible 
ribbons. ‘John wouldn’t think of allowing a daughter of ours 
to go oflF to Paris with a woman who is practically a stranger.’ 

‘Stranger to you but not to me,’ May said. 

‘And I can only hope no harm will come of it.’ 

‘These things are arranged for us,’ Celia said. 

‘But,’ Julia shook her head again, ‘we have to use our 
judgment.’ 

‘Not much use. Just confusing. Like somebody taking our 
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railway tickets for a journey and booking the seats, without 
letting us know, so we crowd unnecessarily into third-class 
carriages with sticky babies.’ 

Tirst class, of course,’ said May. 

‘I’d rather be with the babies,’ Julia said, and, smiling 
and symbolic, she set the chair rocking, the mother type 
with arms and a heart for every baby. ‘And I agree with 
John, I could never care for a woman who deserts her own 
child.’ 

‘Pooh! I don’t believe that old story.’ 

‘You believed it yesterday. May,’ Julia said gently. 

‘And John’s jealous for his old shop. He can’t approve of 
anyone who doesn’t spend half her income there, and Mrs. 
Carey gets her clothes in Paris. That’s why she’s going. 
She told me so, this morning.’ She turned to Celia who 
seemed half asleep in the other corner of the sofa. ‘Mrs. 
Carey!’ she said, in the slow, clear tone used for the partially 
deaf. 

‘Where?’ Celia inquired with a start. 

‘Haven’t you been listening? What’s the good of coming 
to see you? She’s flying to Paris the day after to-morrow 
and taking Susan with her.’ 

‘Oh yes, yes,’ Celia said carelessly. ‘I know all about that. 
It was my idea, really. She asked me to go, but I can’t leave 
home and she wanted Catherine, but I wouldn’t let her miss 
school, so I suggested Susan. I’m so glad she can go. Now, 
go on entertaining each other and I’ll get some tea.’ 

Slowly she went out of the room, leaving silence behind 
her, knowing that she had temporarily united these two, 
who, oddly dependent on each other, were generally at war, 
and this truce was not long-lived; as she returned with the 
tea-tray, she heard Julia’s voice raised to a plaintively 
quarrelsome note. 

‘It’s a terrible disadvantage,’ she was saying, ‘for me and 
for the children. Why, even their school uniform has to be 
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bought at the shop! It’s yours, far more than it’s mine; my 
famil y never had any connection with trade, but you 
married a professional man and changed your name and 
half the people in Upper Radstowe forget who you reaUy 
are. How would you like seeing your name in huge letters 
over a shop or in the local papers, advertising corsets? 
That does seem to me so unnecessary.’ 

‘But you are so slim,’ GeHa said sweetly. ‘And you forget 
that we were born seeing our name over the shop.’ 

‘Yes, I suppose so,’ Julia said with superiority, ‘but my 
children, well, my children are particTilarly sensitive. One 
doesn’t know how their whole lives may be affected.’ 

‘Rubbish!’ said May. She was very cross. 

‘And I know what you are going to say,’ Julia said to 
CeUa with gende reproach. ‘But the things arranggd for us 
are only arranged so that we can turn them to their best use. 
And there’s nothing to be done with John! Only the other 
day,’ she said, and her nostrils fluttered in distress, ‘when 
I was with him in a tramcar, he looked at a woman who 
was sitting quite near us and said, “Five and a half guineas 
and very good value”. That sort of thing!’ 

‘Just to tease you.’ 

‘But it isn’t kind. I’m afraid to go with him to a party 
in case he tells me somebody’s dress hasn’t been paid for.’ 

‘I once went to a party,’ Celia said, ‘years and years ago, 
long before the War, with John and Hester, and there was a 
girl there with the shop label stiU pinned to her sleeve. 
Sent home in a hurry, I suppose. It disappeared later in the 
evening and I’ve always wondered what she did with it. 
Ate it, I expect, or put it in a flower-pot. There were always 
flower-pots about, in those days.’ 

‘I can’t eat the whole shop,’ Julia sighed. 

May did not laugh; she did not hear. A new idea had 
passed across her field of vision, her eyes had the bluish film 
of concentration. 
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1 don*t believe it’s true,’ she said, 'about Mrs. Carey. 
Why should she ask you to go with her? Or Catherine?’ 

‘Why indeed?’ Celia said. 

'And anyhow,’ said May, 'if she really had asked you 
and you couldn’t go, you wouldn’t be likely to suggest 
anyone else. I’ve been thinking it out. I generally get to 
the bottom of things if I’m given time. And I suppose you 
would have gone on letting me believe it. But I’m not so 
stupid as people think, and that’s what I told Jimmy, last 
night. However . . she dismissed Jimmy who was not of 
much importance now, 'all’s well that ends well, but you 
shouldn’t tell lies, Celia, even in fun. Other people might 
take them seriously.’ 

'I always insist on truth from my children,’ said Julia, 
crestfallen, but authoritative in her particular sphere. 

'Ah,’ said May, 'I’ve never needed to do that with mine.’ 
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CHAPTER IX 


She was telling the truth herself. Her children seemed to 
have been born amiable and honest and though Priscilla 
was a little spoilt and precocious, her character was sound 
enough. They had been spared the tender curiosity which 
Julia’s children met glibly with the replies they knew she 
wanted, and it occurred to Celia that it might be a positive 
advantage to have a mother like May, a better warning 
than those texts, wreathed in flowers, which had hung dis- 
regarded over the beds of the older generation. And May 
herself was probably the least unhappy person in the world. 
To have called her happy would have been to credit her 
with qualities she seemed not to possess, capacities for judg- 
ment, acceptance or refusal, for suffering and vision. And 
yet, Celia thought, as from the landing, she watched her 
visitors descend, of these three middle-aged women on the 
staircase, all with that intense interest in themselves which is 
the chief preservative of life, she herself might well be con- 
sidered the dullest by an impartial observer. She was 
congratulating herself on a superior wit because these two 
had supplied her with so much unintentional amusement, 
but she knew she had supplied them with something they 
valued more than laughter, an opportunity for criticism and 
disapproval. She envied them their companionship. She 
had many acquaintances in this place where she had lived 
all her life, and Pauline was her friend in the half-detached 
way peculiar to her, but she missed her sister Hester who was 
rooted in the same soil and who, if she had a fault, was a 
little too quick in detecting undertones. She would have 
enjoyed this tea-party. She and Celia would have had their 
own companionship of criticism and comment. Hester 
would have known with what a lively sense of the blessings 
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she had made for herself Julia would rush up to her nursery 
and insist on hearing her children’s adventures of the 
afternoon, finding under their simple stories the subtler 
adventures of the spirit; how her lips would be parted while 
they talked, almost framing the words for them in the per- 
fection of her sympathy, how her eyes would widen with the 
required astonishment or half shut in a disappointment 
shared. But Hester would not laugh as, in imagination, she 
followed May to her home. She might, indeed, refuse to 
follow her. Her pleasure in contemplating May stopped at 
the doorstep of the big cream-coloured house, a house of no 
particular style or date, but pleasant in its solid plainness. 
And inside there was an air of peace and comfort strangely 
created by May in the choice of colours and shapes and the 
disposal of her possessions. She had money to spend, but 
no money could have made her rooms seem cool on a hot 
day, warm on a cold one, and no one could fairly deny her 
praise for an accomplishment which she herself took for 
granted. 

Celia, picturing those rooms, almost doubted her con- 
sidered estimate of May’s abilities, and then, seeing her in 
them, and still more, seeing Stephen there with the consistent 
courtesy which was like a bearing rein on a horse, she 
doubted no longer. May was a stupid woman accidentally 
gifted with an unerring eye, and Stephen, that trusted family 
lawyer with a large experience of men and women, had 
married her before he had experience enough to doubt his 
owm eye’s judgment. She had been a lovely girl and he had 
known her since he first went to Radstowe School with John, 
but she had been a silent person in her youth and could have 
been suspected of profundity by a young man who found her 
appearance charming. And, after all, what had made him 
grave might have made her voluble. Somewhere, only half- 
known to herself, there might be an emptiness she had to 
fill. 
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It was presumptuous to judge anyone, Celia thought; 
going back to the sitting-room, gathering up the tea-things 
and removing the crumbs May had scattered on the floor. 
May was a scatterer. When she read the newspaper she 
disordered all the sheets; they billowed round her like waves 
breaking against a rock, and Prudence and Susan quietly 
stemmed the tide, yet she had the power, often evident in 
otherwise stupid people, of ordering her household well 
and inspiring conscientious and even affectionate domestic 
service. Stephen would return to a good dinner, three fair 
daughters and a wife rather less talkative than usual. John’s 
dinner would not be so good, for Julia’s determination to 
treat her servants as sensitive human beings had unfortunate 
effects on the food, but his wife would be eager to hear about 
his day, even though it had been spent in the shameful shop, 
there would be pretty good-night ceremonies with the 
children and consolingly acid remarks about Mrs. Carey. 
Celia did not know what Gerald would find when he came 
home or what he expected, beyond a meal he had had many 
times before and eaten uncomplainingly, but she thought 
she knew what he hoped for, the kindness she had to remind 
herself to give and he acknowledged with so much more 
ardour than she could accept 'with grace and, hearing quick 
steps which were not Catherine’s on the stairs as she went 
through the passage, she thought he must be returning early 
for an extra hour of her company. 

She opened the door and waited, ready with a wifely 
smile, but it changed to one of a different kind when she 
saw, not Gerald, a little hot with the ascent, but Stephen, 
thin and desiccated, in shape a tall dead tree of a man. The 
mouth, the chin, the grey hair, and a pleasantly grave 
demeanour were as good guarantees of his probity as anyone 
could expect, but his eyes were what persuaded his clients 
to unnecessary confidences and confessions, they were what 
changed the character of Celia’s smile; they also saved his 
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wife from feeling an awe which would have had its comfort 
for him. They were not the right eyes for the rest of his face. 
They should have been serious and steady, but they were 
very quick. There was the slightest possible cast in one of 
them and rather than a physical defect, it seemed to be a 
mental peculiarity, another kind of vision turned first upon 
himself and so giving him the power to see what was not 
obvious in other people, assuring them that, much to his 
humorous regret, he, too, was a potential fool or cheat. 

‘You’ve just missed May,’ Celia said. ‘May and Julia. 
They’ve been to tea. Will you have some?’ 

‘Yes please.’ 

It was not the answer she wanted or expected, but he 
followed her into the kitchen and sat contentedly at a comer 
of the table without a cloth. 

‘I’ve always wanted meals in a kitchen,’ he said. 

‘It’s quite easily managed.’ 

She had given him the loaf and the butter in its rough 
state and, leaning against the other side of the table, she 
suddenly became more feminine, softening her mouth, 
conscious of the round white arms from which she had 
roUed up her sleeves. She wanted the luxury of being 
attractive in perfect safety and, with his odd glaince, he 
seemed to taike this in, with as little disturbance and as 
much enjoyment as she felt herself. 

‘Get found out,’ she said, ‘and ruined, and these will be 
your daily pleasures.’ 

‘Jail first, though. That would spoil my taste for simplicity.’ 

‘They’d let you off,’ she szdd half-scomfully. ‘You’d look 
so noble and bowed down with grief.’ 

‘But you see, o\ir English law . . .’ he began solemnly, 
and she cried, ‘Oh, now you’re going to be like Jimmy 
with his machinery! Quite perfect. I agree beforehand. 
You didn’t come here to tell me about the law.’ 

‘No.’ 
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‘Or even to be'^brotherly.’ 

‘Yes, decidedly brotherly.’ 

‘I don’t like that, I don’t like that,’ she said, for brotherli- 
ness was chiefly connected in her mind with scoldings for her 
faults and failures or those of her family, and, hearing an 
unusual note in her voice, Stephen looked up quickly. 

‘You sound Uke Hester,’ he said. 

‘And Jimmy says I look like Susan.’ 

‘I don’t see the resemblance.’ 

‘I suppose you wouldn’t.’ He loved Susan but, not being 
in love with her, he was unreceptive to fleeting likenesses of 
face or voice. ‘But it’s a compliment.’ 

‘Yes, I think it is.’ 

‘To Susan?’ 

‘Oh yes, yes,’ he said quickly, but she knew he had not 
been thinking about his daughter, and, with his eyes on his 
plate, she thought the rest of him looked tired and old. 

‘It’s all wrong,’ he said. ‘It’s wrong for me to have so 
much, for John to have so much, and for you to have so 
little.’ 

‘Meals in the kitchen,’ she reminded him and then, more 
seriously, with a touch of anger, ‘How do you know how 
much I have? What weights and measures do you use for 
my possessions?’ 

‘It’s not right,’ he persisted. ‘Your father made a bad 
will. I’m glad I had nothing to do with it. Luckily, he 
didn’t employ his son-in-law. I couldn’t have said much. 
It would have looked as though I wanted to feather my own 
nest. And I have plenty of feathers.’ 

‘We don’t all build with the same materials, but we can 
be just as cosy in our own way. Why worry about it at this 
time of day?’ 

‘How much does John allow Hester?’ 

‘I don’t know. He had to give her what he considered 
a reasonable amount to live on until she married.’ 
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‘Yes, at his own discretion! It*s iniquitous!’ 

‘Then it’s been iniquitous for ten years and more.’ 

‘Just enough’, Stephen said, ‘to make a less spirited 
creature go and live under his thumb. And that’s what he 
wanted. I wonder he didn’t give Gerald that new work on 
the shop, just to have a chance of bullying him.’ 

‘I’m glad he didn’t. And I thought you were so fond of 
him.’ 

‘You know I’m fond of him, always have been and always 
shall be. Fond enough to tell him what I think. He ought 
to give you girls a regular income from the business. He 
does the work and he must have the lion’TS share, but he 
might remember that he didn’t bring down the game. 
Your grandfather did that.’ 

‘And John’s cubs wiU benefit and not ours. Yes, it’s 
unfair. It’s so unfair that I won’t think about it and I’d 
rather do anything than fight. It’s John’s money by law. 
He would give us a share as charity. No, Stephen, he’d 
think he had the right to know how we spent every penny 
and I’m surprised he hasn’t thought of that himself. It 
would be worth quite a lot of money to him.’ 

‘He isn’t particularly fond of money. In his way, he’s a 
generous man. If I got into difficulties, he’d get me out of 
them at the price of all he had, and never say another word 
about it.’ 

‘But you are a man,’ Celia said. 

‘Yes, he’s rather stupid.’ 

‘Ah,’ she said, ‘there’s a lot of stupidity in our family,’ and 
wished her words unsaid for he must surely hear in them 
some reference to May and she had uttered them in the 
childish hope of hearing herself praised. She could get praise 
from Gerald, but, with its sincerity, there was always the 
prejudice in favour of what belonged to him and the ease 
with which he gave it spoilt its flavour. Moreover, she had 
no faith in his judgment; she feared his admiration classed 
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her with his little houses and she wanted to be recognized 
by a connoisseur, as something rather rare. It would not be 
true but it would be pleasant, better than a holiday, and 
meeting Stephen’s eyes with their queer obliqueness which 
actually made him see straighter than other people, she 
wondered if he, too, had reached the point of craving for 
something new, something exciting, a point when he could 
feel young again if someone else would forget his age; she 
wondered whether he knew that this was the point she had 
reached herself and so had come to find her like an animal 
going towards water. And then, with the acknowledgment 
of her own state; she felt the doubt which often assailed her 
and which she always resisted because she could not live 
with it. How much of her love for Richard was a fairy 
story with which she beguiled herself? It had been true 
once, it might have continued and grown in his company, 
but could it be true still? She had always had a secret pride 
in its intangible persistence, its difference from a love 
nourished by the senses, and a more secret fear that what gave 
it life was its dream-like quality. A lonely child would tell 
itself, night after night, just such a continued story and 
create a happy world of success and recognition, yet, when 
she saw him, she had no doubts. But she saw him so seldom, 
and here was Stephen, suddenly attractive, and frankly, 
shamelessly, she wished he would kiss her. She would not 
be sorry afterwards, not in the least, and an indication of a 
desire to kiss her would do almost as well. 

‘Champagne,’ she said vaguely. ‘That was all it would be, 
though there’s always the danger of getting a taste for it.’ 

‘And how long is it since you’ve had champagne?’ 

‘More than twenty years and very little of it.’ 

‘Oh, later than that. There was John’s wedding.’ 

‘Well,’ she said, looking away, ‘wasn’t that twenty years 
ago?’ 

‘No, twenty years ago, John was in France and didn’t 
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know Julia existed. I was there too and so was Gerald. 
I’m surprised you’ve forgotten that.’ 

‘I haven’t forgotten it.’ She looked at him now and gave 
him, perhaps for the first time, the full gaze of her eyes, more 
grey than blue. ‘No, I can’t forget that, but Stephen, you 
can, can’t you?’ 

‘Easily,’ he said, ‘but for my private comfort, I shall 
remember.’ 

‘How will it comfort you?’ 

‘It will go into my collection and sometimes I’ll take it 
out and have a look at it. I’ve got a very interesting 
collection.’ 

‘I don’t want to be one of your specimens.’ 

‘You can’t help yourself. But there are no two quite alike 
and most of them are consoling to a man’s sense of frailty.’ 

‘I wish I hadn’t told you.’ 

‘And what have you told me?’ he asked suavely. 

She laughed. ‘That I’m very bad at dates.’ 

‘That’s what I shall put on your ticket. Bad at dates.’ 

He did kiss her now, kindly, as a brother should and now 
that was all she wanted. ‘But you didn’t come to collect a 
specimen,’ she said. ‘That was just luck. I believe you 
came to show me one.’ 

‘Perhaps I did. Do you remember those puzzles we used 
to get in Christmas crackers? “Find the monkey!” And if 
you twisted the paper about, you found him in a tree or 
mixed up with somebody’s boot? Well, find the monkey!’ 

‘I expect I shall,’ she said. 
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CHAPTER X 


He had eaten a great deal of her butter. He was one of 
those lean men who consume large quantities of fat and still 
look as though every joint needs oiling. She did not grudge 
him the butter, it would do her no harm to go short and she 
was thankful that his consciousness of her comparative 
poverty ~ and this was a moderate way of describing the 
difference between his worldly state and hers — had not 
made him chary of taking what she could give him, but of 
course he would not realize that she had to be as careful as 
she was. Her own children did not reahze it, and when she 
remembered the household in which Stephen was brought 
up, she was sure that such small stringencies had been 
concealed from him too. There was nothing cramping to 
the spirit in being denied big things. For the young, they 
were always just beyond the horizon, to be reached some 
day by their own efforts, but the tiny economies were her 
concern. She did not want Jimmy and Catherine to have 
among their hopes for the fiiture, an unlimited supply of 
butter. Julia, she knew, would agree with her about the 
psychological dangers of an early preoccupation with food, 
and Stephen’s aunt, who brought him up, though innocent 
of theories, had the old-fashioned pride of a gendewoman 
in matters of money. 

Celia remembered her very well in the litde house crowded 
with furniture and the curiosities sent by Stephen’s parents 
from the strange countries where they worked as missionaries. 
Miss Grey was nearly as tall as Stephen grew to be; in shape 
she was like a board, without a curve at back or front and, 
above this flatness on which her clothes seemed to hang 
precariously, her narrow face, with an endearing sprinkling 
of freckles across the nose, was enlivened by a humorous 
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mouth and made almost beautiful by eyes of a wonderful 
dark blue. To her entire care Stephen was soon committed 
for both his parents died during his first year at Radstowe 
School, not, as the young Fellows were disappointed to learn, 
at the hands of hungry heathen, but of some kind of fever. 
This lesser honour was still great enough to make Stephen 
a romantic figme; it was impossible not to believe that he, 
too, had some special nobility of character. What with 
his parents dying so young, for the sake of black people 
who could not really matter. What with his aunt who 
was rigid where Mrs. Fellows was careless or indifferent, 
and frank where she was discreet, and the foreign shells, 
the bits of embroidery, the beads and cunningly contrived 
boxes, the strange weapons, spears and shields, that 
clattered against the wall of the passage when the firont 
door was opened, Stephen belonged to a different, a more 
exciting world than the one to which the yoimg Fellows 
were native. And some of that distinction had always clung 
to him for Celia, though he had betrayed her view of him 
when he married May. If Miss Grey had lived longer he 
might not have married her, but there was no knowing what 
beauty could do; it could make Miss Grey seem foolish and 
May wise; but he might have turned to Celia herself and 
in that Miss Grey would have encomaged him, while Celia, 
half asleep, would have acquiesced. At that time, and she 
was young for her years, being loved was all she expected of 
life, and the man who found her desirable was likely, unless 
he was positively distasteful, to become the one she ought to 
marry. But, for herself, she did not regret his choice. She 
had always liked him and never better Aan to-day when she 
had seen him from a new angle, the angle of her wish to 
attract him, and found in him a taste which might have been 
inherited from his parents who, in going forth to convert the 
' heathen, were possibly impelled by a force less altruistic. 
They had collected converts; Stephen collected examples of 
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the unexpectedness in human nature and found his own 
vagaries the most interesting of all. That was natural; what 
surprised her was that he would have shown it to her if she 
had not diverted him by that slip of her tongue about her 
past. But was it a slip? She was not sure. She thought that 
both he and she, and it was a little alarming and pathetic, 
were defying their age and what, from one view, was a 
lessening of opportunities, by trying to impress each other, to 
prove that they were not exactly what they seemed, and 
next time they met, they would be a little ashamed and 
resume their old casual relationship. 

She thought of Gerald with new appreciation. He did not 
make up fairy stories in the belief that he was too good for 
his conditions. He was simple in his ideas of himself and 
though outwardly he had no air of dignity and looked, as 
he was, a humdrum, middle-aged man growing rather too 
stout for his well-worn clothes and easily bedewed with 
little beads of perspiration, she could not deny him the 
inner dignity of an adult human being who was free of all 
pretence. Often, that she might feel less disloyal, she had 
wished he would give her some real cause for compleiint, 
by bad temper or self-indulgence or niggardliness, but he had 
not obliged her. It was the only thing within his power he 
had not done to please her, and she did not really want to 
salve her conscience at the price of an unhappy home. 
As mjirriage went, she knew she was fortunate. There was 
no dish for which one had an appetite at every meal and, 
given only one kind of food, a homely one was best. 

‘Rice pudding, rice pudding,’ she said and heard a voice 
behind her crying tragically, ‘Oh, not again! You haven’t 
many ideas, have you?’ 

‘Heaps,’ Celia said, ‘but you have to adjust them to your 
materials.’ 

‘Then get some different materials.’ 

‘I don’t think they are worth the price.’ 
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Behind Catherine, she was aware of Gerald, not as a shape 
but as a slight movement in the passage. She had not heard 
his arrival nor Catherine’s, though her ear was tuned to every 
step on the stairs, to each different manner of turning the 
key in the lock and opening and shutting the door. These 
comings and goings were the chief events in her daily life, 
they marked the time for her and controlled her movements, 
but she had forgotten the time and she did not believe she 
had moved at all. 

Now she saw Catherine looking resignedly amused as she 
took the tea-things towards the sink, and she said calmly, 
‘Don’t interfere. And don’t look as though you think I’ve 
been neglecting my duties. Go and attend to your own.’ 

‘Yes, I’m going, but I’ve something to teU you first. 
Susan’s going to Paris! With Mrs. Carey! Flying! Priscilla 
told me this afternoon.’ 

‘Have they informed the newspapers? We might be living 
at the back of beyond and Paris might be in the moon! 
Your Aunt May came to tell me this afternoon, I expect 
Susan herself will come to-night and Prudence will come with 
her, in case it’s the last chance she’ll ever have. Mercifully, 
your Uncle Stephen didn’t know — he’s been here, too — 
and I took care not to tell him.’ 

‘Well, I think it’s very exciting.’ 

‘Yes, for Susan, but not for the whole world.’ 

‘You’re in a funny mood,’ Catherine said as she went 
away. 

‘And what did Stephen come for?’ Gerald inquired, enter- 
ing the kitchen and sparing her his usual kiss. ‘Yes, I’ve 
been listening, just outside the door. I didn’t mean to be 
eavesdropping, though I suppose it comes to that, but I 
suddenly thought how queer it is that we never see the people 
we know best except when they know we’re looking at them.’ 

‘Only one facet of the diamond,’ Celia said sententiously. 

‘Yes, and reckoning back, I don’t believe I’ve ever seen 
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you before when I haven’t been with you, and I haven’t 
seen Catherine since she was a baby and we used to watch 
her through a crack in the door. And you haven’t seen me, 
when you’re not there, at least, I suppose not.’ 

‘No, it’s rather a dreadful thought. And I hope it was 
worth your while to-night.’ 

‘Yes. I think you go too easily with Catherine. She talks 
to you,’ he said indignantly, ‘as though you are a friend!’ 

‘Oh Gerald! It certainly wasn’t what I did with my own 
mother and don’t you wish you could do it with yours?’ 

His lips tightened. ‘There are other ways as good. I’ve 
just been to see her.’ And again he asked insistently, ‘What 
did Stephen come for?’ 

‘I really don’t know.’ What had he come for? He had 
begun by talking about the money and the subject had been 
dropped in their sudden, half-spurious interest in each other. 
She ought to have made him promise to do nothing about 
the money, for, in one respect, her loyalty to Gerald was 
complete. She would not suffer criticism from outside; she 
had developed an instinct for knowing whence, however in? 
directly, it might arrive and she locked her doors against it 
when she could. On the other hand, she had a loyalty to the 
honour of her family. She would dislike his criticism of that 
almost as much as she disliked the family’s criticism of him 
and she did not tell him what Stephen had said about the 
money. 

‘He may have come,’ she said, ‘for pleasure, or as a duty 
or out of curiosity.’ 

‘Curiosity?’ 

‘Well,’ she said meekly, ‘he may think I’m an interesting 
character. You never know. And that would account for 
the curiosity and the pleasure, but, as I’m very modest, I’m 
afraid it must have been as duty.’ 

‘And what duty can he think he has towards you?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ she said again. 

82 



‘I’m beginning to think/ he said, ‘that the things you care 
about are the ones you never talk of.’ 

‘But, at their best, or worst, they are such little things,’ 
she said, ‘and all the time, such awful ones are happening to 
other people, everywhere.’ 

‘What’s that got to do with us?’ 

‘Nothing. That’s just it. There they are, but they have 
nothing to do with us, we don’t care, and we know so little 
about real suffering, we live so much on the top of life, that 
we have to make trouble for ourselves, to get a sort of re- 
flection of real happiness.’ 

‘We may starve yet,’ he said darkly. 

‘Well, don’t let’s worry until we do. Supper’s ready.’ 

But he had something else to say. 

‘You’re so secretive,’ he complained. ‘It shakes one’s con- 
fidence.’ 

‘No, no, Gerald, somebody else has done that for you. 
What has your mother been saying?’ 

He answered with sulky determination. ‘You don’t treat 
her as you should. You don’t make her feel welcome. And 
she’s lonely. I know what she means. You’re so dammed 
evasive. Why couldn’t you tell her, yesterday, that you’d 
been out in Mrs. Carey’s car? Anyhow, she saw you in it. 
And why didn’t you tell me? I’d have been glad to know 
you’d been enjoying yourself. It looks as if you wanted to 
hide something.’ That was his mother speaking, but it was 
himself when he said plaintively, ‘Or just — just to shut me 
out. But you’ve always been like that about Mrs. Carey, as 
though she was God, as though the rest of us weren’t fit to 
know her. And why’s your precious friend taking Susan and 
not you?’ 

‘She knows I can’t leave home.’ 

‘Mother would have come and looked after us.’ 

‘Where could she sleep?’ 

‘Oh, Jimmy and I could have doubled up.’ 
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‘Horrid for both of you!’ 

‘It’s true that we haven’t enough room in this little place,’ 
he said, and he looked at her more kindly and with a sort of 
question. 

She heard the danger in it, with its echo of Mrs. Marston, 
and, like a person on a fragile raft likely to be swamped, she 
threw overboard aU unnecessary possessions, her pride and 
her anger and some of her honesty. 

‘What’s the matter with us both?’ she said gently, and she 
put her hands on his shoulders. 

He softened at once and she thought this was pathetic and 
unconsciously reproachful. ‘Oh, I’m tired, I think, and a bit 
worried, but everything’s all right when we are friends.’ 
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Celia went up the dim, cool staircase with a bunch of prim- 
roses in her hand. They were like a bowl of cream she was 
carrying to the top shelf of this tall larder, or a full moon she 
was kindly assisting on its journey, but she did not develop 
this simile. She could never remember what she had been 
told about the movements of the heavenly bodies and she was 
rather sceptical of its truth. The stars did just as well, or 
better, for her when she thought of them as friendly little 
candles and not as vast, disteint suns which, by comparison, 
reduced the world she lived on to a handfid of dust and 
herself to the smallest speck in it, of no importance now or 
hereafter. Her acquaintance with the man in the moon who 
grinned at her reassuringly, was much more real than a belief 
in a great body rolling round another which, in its turn, 
pursued its ceaseless course round something else, and though 
she knew that, essentially, she understood as little about the 
primroses, they seemed more comprehensible because she 
could touch them; she could choose between picking them 
and leaving them in their green nests under the hedges. And 
why compare them to anything else when she loved them 
for their innocent faces, their slim, delicately hairy stalks 
just flushed with pink and the comic sturdiness of their leaves, 
mockin g the firailness of the flowers? 

She had been a long way to get them and she was tired 
and hot, yet she felt cool-minded and refreshed. She was 
reduced to nothing when she attempted any comprehension 
of the whole universe, but in this yearly procession of the 
spring, in her own tiny comer of the world, the one mani- 
festation in her experience which never disappointed or 
lost its wonder, she became of real importance, though it 
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might only be as a spectator. She could and did find the old 
moral in the young green on trees that stood almost knee-deep 
in the leaves of many autumns; here was the eternal cycle of 
birth and death and resurrection. She saw it when she had 
crossed the bridge, and followed the upper edge of the woods 
clothing that side of the gorge, but the leaves were still sparse 
enough to make a lattice against the opposite cliffs and she 
could see miniature figures leaning against the rzulings; she 
could hear, when she silenced her own footsteps, the sound of 
oars in rowlocks far below and it was a good sound, like nearly 
all the noises with man power behind them. Hearty hammer- 
ing, the splash and scrape of bricks being mortared, a roller 
being dragged over damp gravel, the oars in the rowlocks, 
all these have the slight irregularity which speaks of the mind 
and the mood, as well as the muscles, of the person making 
them and gives a sense of harmony even in discord, but the 
cars, passing swiftly now and then, on the road behind her, 
had an inhuman pulse and when she had moved on and 
crossed another, wider road where the cars went faster, 
tearing after each other as though they were in pursToit of 
thieves, she was glad to find peace in the familiar fields where 
grey ewes and white lambs lived in an enviably simple 
relationship of give and take. 

No young ram distressed his mother with the surliness 
peculiar to the thwarted male of the human species: the girl 
lambs were supplied with adequate clothing and smtable 
mates would be found for them; the father or fathers of this 
nursery, no longer wanted, had disappeared, and, in the green 
meadow, there was a minimum of demand and a singleness 
of pmrpose. 

She realized that the perfect unit was composed of both 
parents and their children but, when she looked for it among 
her acquaintances, she did not find it. The tie was too close 
and it was knotted with the conventions that had grown round 
it. The happiest home she had known was one with no 
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parents in it, the one Miss Grey had made for Stephen, where 
affection was not expected but had grown out of un- 
expected sympathies. The best marriage in her experience 
was that of Pauline with her Reginald where there were no 
children in the house. She could almost have forgotten that 
these two had a child elsewhere, for Pauline had definitely 
the look of a childless woman. It was not the look of a 
spinster but of a woman who had known passion and failed 
to fulfil its purpose, or refused it. She had the restless energy 
for which Nature had intended its own uses; she seemed to be 
happily, if over-busUy, absorbed in the many interests 
which excluded ordinary social intercourse, but Celia knew 
she was not so indifferent to people and their opinions as she 
seemed, and her air of detachment was partly due to her 
habit of seeing herself with the shocked eyes of other mothers 
who had not hidden their children, who had no need to hide 
them. 

Pauline’s son was the child of an ecstatic reunion when the 
War was over, an almost exact contemporary of Catherine 
who was the child of another reunion in which there had 
been no ecstasy for Celia, and he had been a lovely baby, 
large and fair and placid. He looked as though his whole 
life were already planned and settled and to see him as he 
lay in his crib was to see him in all his future stages, as a 
schoolboy not noticeably cleverer than his fellows, as a young 
man twice the size of his mother, without his father’s artistic 
ability but able enough, the kind of young man who would 
inevitably take some administrative post abroad and act 
with the good sense, the instinct for justice of his class and 
nation. And indeed, his whole life was already planned and 
settled, for the eyes which looked so wisely contemplative 
in infancy were never lighted, as he grew older, by curiosity 
or recognition, and those of his parents, watching with such 
careful carelessness for signs of the intelligence they both had 
in abundance, met, at last, in acknowledgment of the truth, 
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in pity for each other, in bewilderment that happiness should 
produce this sorrow. 

Celia, who knew it had to come, was the imwilling witness 
of that look, and, fortunate in her drooping eyelids, she had 
pretended not to see it, but she had longed to run away, to 
push Catherine, laughing in her perambulator, out of sight. 
She was ashamed to possess this lively creature she had not 
wanted. And then Pauline had shown her quality and her 
quickness. She had been specially appreciative of Catherine, 
thus consoling her friend for being richer than she was herself. 
Celia had never been able to decide why the child had been 
sent away and she had not been told, but she did not criticize 
her friend; she knew too well the complexity of human 
motives and the difficulties of choice. 

‘Lucky sheep!’ she sighed, remembering Pauline’s face as 
she drove across the bridge and the childish droop of her 
painted mouth when they parted, a few days ago, at The 
Terrace steps, wondering why she had betrayed herself then, 
after so many years without a sign. 

Celia stopped in the field and looked down at the intri- 
cacies of grass and leaves and mosses for which she had no 
name, and she thought the whole of life was just as intricate 
and as full of things she did not understand, a very absorbing 
puzzle; but she saw it less as one to be solved for the discovery 
of God’s purposes than as an endless preoccupation for her- 
self, an entertainment both humorous and bitter, but for her 
there was more humour than bitterness and she strolled 
contentedly across the fields, finding fences where she had 
been free to wander in her youth but overcoming them with 
determination, until she was beyond the sound of trafiic and 
stood, a little later, at the edge of the spinney which, to the 
Monks’ Pool in the hollow, was like eyelashes to an eye. To- 
day the eye was almost blue for though the trees were re- 
flected in it, only the Scotch firs offered much resistance to 
the sky. When the leaves thickened, the eye would, change to 
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hazel and in the autumn, when the leaves lay on the still 
water, it would be dull and nearly blind; it would seem to 
use what sight it had for some sort of communion with the old 
carp in the pool. 

It was a mysterious spot, though, at one end, ducks were 
quacking and fussing, quarrelling and repeating themselves 
tirelessly. They reminded Celia of busy women preparing 
for some festivity at the chapel to which heir father, faithful 
though really indifferent, as John stiU was, to his noncon- 
formity, had marched his family, Sunday by Sunday. Meta- 
phorically, the ducks had put on their aprons and rolled up 
their sleeves. With practised hands they were slapping the 
butter on the bread, halving the buns, cutting up the cake, 
filling sugar basins and milk jugs, disapproving of each other’s 
methods with pleasant acrimony and endearments, refusing 
the responsibility for mistakes and taking aU the credit for 
success. 

Celia had not been to the chapel siuce she was married 
there. That binding ceremony had given her other fireedoms, 
but she would not have exchanged her memory of the services, 
the extemporary prayer and the varnished pews, for that of 
an older and lovelier ritual. She might have felt nearer God 
in another church — though she would not have heard him 
addressed with so much familiarity — but she would have 
missed something both homely and spicy, rather vulgar and 
yet lovable, of which she had been conscious since her early 
years when she sat beside her mother in the family pew, 
hearing the persistent, slight hiss of her silk petticoat, and 
saw her father, leaning a little forward, intensely critical and 
looking as though he might interrupt the proceedings at any 
minute and set the minister right. No surpliced choir and 
exquisite singing could have given her the enjoyment she had 
found in the mixed voices fluting and booming fi:om the 
gallery at the back of the building and as she was most happily 
placed in a pew at right angles to it, she was able to watch 
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the singers without danger of reproof. She could see the men 
in their frock coats, the basses pressing their chins against 
their collars, the tenors revealing their Adam’s apples and 
wearing that expression of disdain apparently necessary to 
tenors: she could see the wagging heads of the women and 
the glinting of their eyeglasses and how some of them, the 
quavering sopranos, bending their elbows and turning up 
their wrists, held their hymn-books in a daintily sacred man- 
ner, while others, the bolder ones, held their music at arms’ 
length and seemed to shout at it. She had felt an immense 
respect for these important people. On Sundays they were 
translated from the ordinary human beings she met in the 
streets or saw behind the counters of shops, into a kind of 
hierarchy, but at the same time, she had another feeling which 
was not respect, a warm glow of satisfaction, as though she 
were eating something she liked very much and knew there 
was plenty more of it. As a matter of fact, she was storing up 
what she was too young to recognize or to use, but as she grew 
older, increasing her store while she fed from it, she under- 
stood that her pleasure came from an insatiable interest in 
men and women and an eye for the ludicrous, the pathetic 
and the incongruous which she was always ready to turn 
against herself. 

‘No,’ she said solemnly and aloud, ‘I wouldn’t have missed 
all that for anything.’ 
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Beyond that hollow, out in the open, on a bank edging a 
sloping field, she found the primroses. She stooped for them 
under a canopy of larch branches which, though they were 
held out like supplicating arms, had triumph in the shrill 
green of the draperies. It was not enough to call that green 
a colour. It was a cry, a bugle blown for spring, and as 
she sat under the trees and looked down at the furrows 
which seemed almost bare, because there was so little growth 
on them, but, in the distance, became misted over with pale 
green; as she looked at the rough lane below and the rising 
ground beyond, where the trees held frail gilt cups against 
the sky, she accepted all this beauty as a gift and carried 
much more than her primroses up the stairs, a feeling that 
the spring had made her temporarily immune from her own 
small frets. Carrying her primroses, she had a feeling of 
immunity from the smaller frets and of ability to bear 
disasters if they came. 

She heard lively voices when she opened the door and 
found Catherine and Susan in the sitting-room and saw that 
Susan was wearing a new hat. 

Trench or Fellows?’ Celia inquired, offering a cheek, and 
Catherine said, ^It’s funny how you never kiss people. You 
just let them kiss you.’ 

'I know. I live in the passive voice.’ 

‘And how much,’ Catherine asked in her indulgen^t way, 
‘do you know about the passive voice.’ 

‘I went to your own school. They did their best for me.’ 

‘I’m rather glad they didn’t do any better. It suits you to 
be like you are.’ 

‘But,’ said Susan indignantly, ‘she’s very wise!’ 

‘You are the first person to say so and I do feel rather wise 
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to-day. I’ve been picking primroses. But how dreadful that 
sounds! So pretty! Like a lady posing against a herbaceous 
border and pretending the flowers had grown because they 
loved her. No, the primroses happened to be there and there 
were plenty of them, so I picked some.’ 

‘Nice.’ Catherine said with her nose in them as they lay on 
Celia’s knee and her own fair head on its young neck was 
like a flower on its stalk, a flower livelier than a primrose, but 
a more prejudiced mother than Celia would not have found 
any thing flower-hke in the rest of her, except for the fragrance 
of youth and health. Moving clumsily, she seated herself on 
the sofa beside her cousin who was disposed there in a pretty 
attitude, and Susan’s figure rose a little as the springs 
bounced and sank as they subsided, without losing its poise. 

Catherine said, rather reproachfully, ‘You haven’t asked 
any questions,’ and she looked witih admiration at the 
traveller safely returned from perils. 

‘Yes, Susan, tell us all about it. Were you sick when you 
flew? But of course you wouldn’t be. I don’t suppose you 
were ever sick in your life.’ 

‘Oh yes, Aimt Celia, when I was little.’ 

‘We often were,’ Celia said reminiscently. ‘And there was 
a special little basin, with blue flowers on it, kept for the 
purpose. Easy to hold, you know. I wonder what happened 
to it.’ 

‘They were an hour late, coming home, in a fog,’ Catherine 
said. 

‘Cornflowers,’ said Celia. 

‘I think,’ Catherine said, addressing Susan, ‘perhaps she 
might pay more attention to the hat.’ 

‘I saw it at once. It’s very pretty.’ 

‘Ah, but there’s another,’ Catherine said and stretching 
over the back of the sofa, she brought up a gay band-box. ‘It’s 
for you!’ She put the box on Susan’s knee and said encour- 
agingly, ‘Give it to her! Give it to her!’ 
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‘For me?’ Celia said again. 

‘Yes, it’s for you,’ Catherine said again, and tapped her toes 
impatiently. 

Smiling and fingering the string, Susan said, ‘I thought it 
looked just like you when I saw it in the shop.’ 

‘Then, Susan dear, it must be a strangely dowdy hat to 
come from Paris.’ 

‘No,’ Susan said, and by this time the lid was off, ‘it’s 
beautifully simple, but it has an air. You’ll have to get a 
dress to go with it.’ 

‘Of course!’ Celia agreed enthusiastically, while she won- 
dered what sort of air her home-made dress would have. 
‘Oh yes, Susan, it’s exactly right.’ She looked at herself in 
the mirror above the mantelpiece and, seeing her face, broad 
in the region of the cheekbones, the oval chin, the big mouth 
and sleepy eyes aU much enhanced by the good fines of the 
hat and the soft velvet ribbon on it, she said simply, ‘I look 
almost pretty.’ 

‘Not almost. Quite,’ Catherine said, standing beside her, 
flinging a rough arm round her waist and looking at the face 
in the glass. ‘Wasn’t that a nice surprise for you?’ 

‘Lovely.’ 

‘It will be grand for the school garden party.’ 

‘Perfect. Thank you, Susan.’ 

‘But it’s not only from me,’ Susan said. ‘It’s from all of us.’ 

‘AU of you?’ 

‘Yes. Mrs. Carey and Mr. Milligan and me.’ 

‘Mr. Milligan?’ 

‘Yes, you know him. A nice little man! And do you know. 
Aunt Celia, he said the best thing anyone’s ever said to me. 
He said I reminded him of you.’ 

‘I don’t see it,’ Catherine said, looking from her mother 
to her cousin, while Celia watched herself slowly raising 
Both hands to the hat. She took it off and laid it down, 
feeling the kind of anger which can only express itself in 
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very gentle and delicate movement. She detested the hat. 
What had Richard been thinking of? Not, surely, of her, 
and she had a clear vision of a middle-aged man a little 
excited by the presence of a charming girl whose appearance 
sentimentally reminded him of his old, frustrated romance, 
excited to the point of losing the fine restraint, the deter- 
mination not to make things harder for her, which, hitherto, 
had forbidden him to give her the simplest present, even to 
write her a letter. She could see them all, very merry, in the 
hat shop, after a good luncheon, a little freer and livelier than 
they would have been after a good luncheon in their own 
country and she sincerely hoped that Richard had not been 
fuimy and tried on any of the hats. And what was he doing 
in Paris? she asked herself, while she heard Susan saying, ‘Oh, 
Aunt Celia, don’t you like it, after all?’ 

‘She’s not thi nkin g about it,’ Catherine said reassuringly. 
‘She gets like this sometimes. Often. One thing seems to 
make her think of something else and then she gets sort of 
lost. Don’t you, pet?’ 

‘Yes, terribly lost. It’s a lovely hat, Susan. Let’s put it 
back m its box.’ 

‘You’ll have to show it to the others when they come home.’ 

‘But somebody might sit on it. It will be safer in the box. 
And now tell us some of the things you did. You went up the 
Eiffel Tower, of course.’ 

‘Oh no!’ 

‘No? But you sent Jimmy a picture of it on a postcard. One 
of those very shiny ones.’ 

‘And he wasn’t much pleased with it either,’ Catherine 
said. 

‘Well — ’ Susan began, and Celia said, ‘I know. It was the 
first one you picked up.’ 

‘Well — ’ Susan said again, faintly mutinous, ‘we always 
seemed to be in such a rush.’ 

‘Poor Mr. Millig an can’t have rushed much. Susan says 
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lie only has one leg. I hate the idea of that! I do like people 
to be whole.’ 

‘Yes,’ Celia said drily, ‘but you might not have been whole 
yourself, if he hadn’t been willing to lose a leg for you.’ 

‘Me? I wasn’t born!’ 

‘No, it’s true that you weren’t born,’ Celia said slowly. 
‘But Jimmy was. There might have been no Jimmy for the 
Eiffel Tower and no Eiffel Tower for Jimmy!’ 

‘That wouldn’t have been much loss. The Tower, I mean. 
But Mr. Milligan’s leg — what I want to know is how he got 
into the aeroplane.’ 

‘Don’t be absurd,’ Susan said. ‘It’s quite easy to get into 
them. And you can hardly tell there’s anything wrong with 
him.’ 

‘Then I wish you hadn’t told me. I hope I shall never see 
him. Things like that give me the creeps.’ 

‘But he’s so nice. Isn’t he, Aunt Celia?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose you might call him nice.’ 

‘And when Mrs. Carey was having her dresses fitted, and 
she seemed to be getting dozens, it was lovely to have him to 
take me about. He’s very amusing.’ 

‘Jocular with the funny foreigners?’ Celia suggested, 
meanly punishing him for amusing Susan. 

‘Oh, not as crude as that!’ 

Then, thought Celia, perhaps he had not tried on any of 
the hats. ‘Pauline didn’t tell me he was going, too,’ she said. 

‘I don’t think she knew. When he met us at the station, he 
told us he’d booked a seat for himself.’ 

Then he had booked his seat before he set eyes on Susan, 
and Celia’s tightened muscles suddenly relaxed and left her 
aching. But where was her boasted immunity? Where was 
her wisdom? She had actually been spiteful about the post- 
card and, indeed, it was a careless sop to throw poor Jimmy 
who had been sadly bad-tempered during the last week. 
But it was not maternal loyalty that made her doubt whether 
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she would ever again feel quite the old affection for Susan; 
it was Richard’s unfortunate discovery of the resemblance 
which was also apparent to Jimmy who loved this girl. 

‘They are very fond of each other, aren’t they?’ Susan said. 
‘They made me wish I had a brother.’ 

‘Depends on the brother,’ Gatheiine grunted. ‘Jimmy’s 
not much good to me.’ 

‘Well,’ said Susan, ‘how much good are you to him? You’ll 
be better friends when you’re both older.’ 

‘Yes, I expect so. I’d hate to be old now but, by the time I 
am, I don’t suppose I’ll mind. Nothing wiU matter so much 
then, will it?’ 

‘I don’t know about that, but perhaps we shall have more 
sense.’ 

‘Shall we?’ Catherine asked, appealing to her mother. 
‘Shall we have more sense when we’re older?’ 

‘What? Oh yes, yes, much more sense.’ She smiled. She 
wanted to say, ‘But you won’t be any better able to use it. 
You’ll be more vulnerable, not less. You won’t draw the 
reins so tight, but your secret grip on them will be just as 
firm. You’ll be very wise until you’re hmrt.’ 

But how absurd she was to be hurt! Susan could not be 
the first young woman to whom Richard had been pleasant 
during all these years. She did not suppose, nor did she 
hope, that he had been physically faithful to her. He knew 
she could not be faithful in that way to him. And she was not 
troubled by the thought of the unknown women with whom 
he might have trafficked. It was strange how little they 
mattered. That was because she had not seen them, while 
Susan was visible in the charming flesh, young and softly 
rounded, without a line on her face, and her little air of 
sophistication, her way of wearing her clothes, took none 
of the fireshness firom her youth and could not spoil the 
impression she gave of an inner inviolability. She was like 
her own doll’s house: people could look at it through the 
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windows, but she still kept the key, and Celia, searching for 
the likeness he had discovered, missed the possibility that he 
had found it in some quality of the mind or spirit. That 
thought might have been more disturbing than any other. 
The one that possessed her now was the necessity to protect 
herself from pain, to adapt herself to conditions not caused 
by Susan but by time, and she said aloud and half-defiantly, 
T shall certainly wear the hat!’ 

‘Why yes, Aunt Celia, that’s what it’s fori’ What else 
could you do with it?’ 

T might hoard it. I’m inclined to hoard things. But it’s a 
great mistake. When you take them out and look at them, 
with some one else’s eyes, you find that they are quite old- 
fashioned, not worn out — that’s the worst of it — but slightly 
ludicrous. We mustn’t on any account be ludicrous, but I’m 
glad other people so often are. Let me put the hat on again. 
I’m going to wear it for the rest of the day, just to get into the 
habit of it. Yes, I look nice. Sensible, too, I think. The rest 
of me doesn’t match and it’s a pity my shoes are muddy, but 
I can take those off.’ 

She nodded at herself with unnatural energy and Catherine 
said, ‘How sort of brisk and practical you sound.’ 

‘Yes,’ said her mother, ‘I’m going to be different. I’m 
going to live up to the hat.’ 

‘I’d rather you didn’t,’ Catherine said. ‘The place won’t 
feel like home.’ 
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CHAPTER XIII 


The first reward of her good intentions, the first eflfect of the 
hat, was the kind of kiss from Gerald which she particularly 
disliked. 

‘Sweet,’ he said, with his mouth on hers and, drawing away 
from him, and keeping her eyes lowered, she gave an im- 
pression of provocative shyness which made him laugh and 
kiss her again. ‘You look like a girl!’ 

‘But I’m trying to grow up.’ 

‘Stay as you are.’ 

‘I expect I shall,’ she answered. 

She would stay as she was, feeling fond of him and wanting 
to make him happy, while she shrivelled inwardly under 
his possessive caresses. If she could have told him how much 
she hated them, the hatred might have vanished, but the 
truth was too devastating, too cruel: it was not worth the 
relief it would give her, so she simply smiled and said, 
‘You’ve brought up some letters?’ 

‘Yes, one from John — what’s he writing to you for? — 
and one from Hester.’ 

When the postman was tired or out of temper he would not 
always climb to the top flat, unless he also had something for 
the one below, to make the journey worth his pains. He left 
the letters in the letter-box attached to the front door of the 
house and hoped they would reach their owners. Sooner or 
later, somebody found them. This was one of the easy ways 
of the household. No one had much correspondence except 
Gerald and his went to his office; no one grumbled at the 
postman. The baker and the milkm an were more obliging, 
but then, although she did not know it, Celia repaid them 
well. She was incapable of limiting her interest in anyone 
to the use he had for her and the grave baker, with his 
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reddish Vandyke beard, and the jaunty young milkman who 
stood on her threshold and exchanged their goods for money 
and their greetings for hers, conscious of being persons for her, 
toiled cheerfully up the stairs. The postman, trudging along 
the streets and up and down the stairs, was a mere instrument 
of fate as he dropped his messages of good or evil, heard them 
thud on the floor and turned away, ignorant of the nature 
of his gifts, seldom seeing the people to whom he brought 
them and so, dealing with the most intimate matters, he re- 
mained impersonal, little more than a footstep and a knock. 

‘What’s John writing to you for?’ Gerald repeated. 

‘How do I know? I haven’t read the letter.’ 

‘And aren’t you going to?’ 

‘Yes,’ she said patiently, but she wished he would not 
hover so close, she wished she might have a letter to herself. 
In the narrow passage his bulk oppressed her and she was 
vexed because he extended his marital rights to a share in her 
correspondence. The little flat seemed to be full of people 
and to have no place where she could be free of interruption. 

‘Count your blessings,’ she said primly, but with a dry 
twist to her mouth. 

‘I do, but your brother John isn’t one of them.’ 

‘You never know,’ she said, and she slit the envelope. 
Whatever its contents, Gerald would have to know them and 
at least they might divert him from any interest in Hester’s 
letter. ‘It’s only asking me to go and see him to-morrow.’ 

‘H’m. He might give himself the trouble to come and see 
you.’ 

‘Oh, I like the shop,’ she said, ‘and he’s always nicer there 
than anywhere else.’ 

He lifted his shoulders. ‘You’re all so damned grateful 
when John behaves like a decent human being.’ 

‘It’s the way we were brought up. He was always so much 
more important, in the family, than the rest of us and, some- 
how or other, men do seem able to impose their moods on 
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other people more heavily than women can.’ She thought 
of Jimmy, during this last week of Susan’s absence, as dark 
and threatening as a thunder-cloud. ‘Perhaps,’ she said, 
‘it’s a real superiority. But you are an exception. You are 
not like that.’ 

‘Inferior, then.’ 

‘Oh no, no, much more unselfish.’ 

‘I don’t believe it pays,’ he said thoughtfully. 

She looked up quickly. ‘Haven’t you been paid?’ she 
asked. 

‘No one but you can tell me that,’ he said. ‘I suppose it all 
depends on what I’m worth.’ He kissed her again. ‘Not 
much, perhaps.’ 

‘You used not to talk like this,’ she said gently. 

‘I used to be young,’ he replied. 

‘Things don’t get easier,’ she agreed, yet she was hurt that 
he should find them harder. He had his rights, but she had 
hers and one of them was to seem perfect in his eyes, in spite 
of anything she did or left undone, and instinctively, almost 
imperceptibly to herself — she did not know whether or not 
it was perceptible to him — she looked at him oftener than 
usual, she smiled at him across the table and made two 
groups of the little party, Gerald and herself in one, and 
Susan, who had stayed to supper, with Jimmy and Catherine 
in the other. Whatever she felt, she had no doubt about what 
he ought to feel, and her claim to it became more insistent, 
his value or rather, the value of his admiration increased, 
when he showed an absence of his usual pathetic response 
to her small kindnesses. 

In the middle of the night, she started up in bed. ‘What 
impudence!’ she cried aloud and Gerald, naturally a heavy 
sleeper, woke with the words which came surprisingly from 
his placid wife. 

‘What is it? What’s impudence?’ he asked. 

She bowed her head on her knees, then slipped under the 

roo 



bedclothes and lay flat. ‘Sort of nightmare/ she muttered 
vaguely. Across her dreams she had remembered Susan’s 
description of Richard. A nice little man, she had called 
him and Celia, who hardly had a temper, did not know how 
to contain an anger that made her want to cry. 

‘I thought,’ Gerald said, ‘you might have been thinking of 
your present from Paris. I wasn’t too pleased about that 
myself. A slight error in taste, I call it.’ 

Celia was silent because he was right and Richard wrong, 
but perhaps Richard really had nothing to do with it; per- 
haps he had acquiesced because to do so was less marked 
than a refusal would have been. ‘Oh,’ she said wearily, 
thinking how small her life was or how small she made it, 
‘it doesn’t matter very much.’ 

‘No,’ he said with a chuckle, ‘not when you think of the 
awful things happening to the other people everywhere. 
You remember? And people sleeping six in a bed no bigger 
than this. Count your blessings!’ 

‘But when I said that to-mght,’ she told him, and her voice 
seemed to be muffled by the darkness of the room with its one 
high pitched window, the ceiling sloping over the bed, the 
wardrobe like some large animal which had slipped out of its 
cover in the jungle to listen to these alien sounds and try to 
understand them, ‘When I said that about the blessings, 
I was talking to myself, not to you.’ 

‘I know,’ he said quietly. ‘I haven’t lived with you for 
twenty years without learning something about you and how 
much oftener you talk to yourself than to anybody else. No, 
it’s not quite twenty. There were the war years.’ 

‘Yes — poor boy.’ 

‘No,’ he said lightly, ‘it was the best time I ever had.’ 

She lay quite still and now the short, thick bed-posts, like 
smaller animals, had stolen from their hiding-places and also 
listened to what these strange, recumbent figures might have 
to say to one another. Celia said nothing, and as though he 
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heard the reproach in his words and wished to soften it, he 
added, ‘Life is so simple when you know exactly what you 
ought to do.’ 

‘Yes. And you did it.’ 

‘Tried to, anyhow.’ 

‘And now,’ she half-questioned, ‘it’s not so simple.’ 

She heard the lift of a sigh, but he was careful not to lower 
it noisily. ‘Is it as simple for you?’ 

‘It has always been the same for me.’ 

‘DuU?’ 

‘Not in the least,’ she said in a livelier tone. ‘How could 
it be?’ 

‘Easily. Same old things day after day.’ 

‘But they are never quite the same. Except, I’m afraid,’ 
she added, ‘the things you get to eat. There are so few edible 
animals. And there’s so much of nearly everything else.’ 

‘What else?’ 

‘People and the things that happen to them. To their 
minds. It’s very interesting. I suppose we ought to try to go 
to sleep. And much more interesting to be getting old than 
to be young.’ 

‘Yes, interesting, certainly,’ Gerald said a little drily. 

It was interesting, for instance, though it was a little agitat- 
ing, to wonder why John wished to see her the next morning. 
It was a day when Mss Riggs came to the flat and therefore 
the day started weU, yet she seemed a little less serene than 
usual, and when, for she took pleasme in such little services, 
she went to open the door for Celia’s departure, she piursed her 
lips, raised her eyebrows and seemed inclined to bar the way. 

‘Does this mean that there’s something the matter with 
me?’ Celia asked. ‘I hope not. I’ve taken special pains with 
myself. I have to do my best when I’m going to the shop. 
The young ladies are so alarming.’ 

‘You’ve no need to care what anybody thihks. No, it’s 
just something on my mind, but it’ll keep.’ 
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‘I’m disappointed. I always thought you were the one 
person in the world who never had anything on your mind.’ 

‘I can’t help it if some one else goes and puts it there, 
can I?’ Miss Riggs demanded. 

‘It’s a way they have,’ Celia said gravely. 

‘Yes. It’s Fred’s friend. He’s lost his wife. Silly, I call it.’ 

‘Gould he help it?’ 

‘Though I will say,’ Miss Riggs went on, refusing to hear 
that flippancy, ‘it’ll be two years since, come the summer. 
And he’s Fred’s friend. Carpenter by trade and, Fred being 
a plumber, they’d planned to set up together when they came 
back from France. Two steady fellows and they never had a 
wrong word! I reckon they’d have had a tidy little business 
by now. And it seems as if, one way of looking at it, it’d be 
like me doing it for Fred.’ 

‘But then. Miss Riggs, you don’t happen to be a plumber.’ 

‘And,’ said Miss Riggs, ignoring, as usual, any remark for 
which she had not an immediate answer, ‘I wouldn’t wonder 
whether Fred wouldn’t be better pleased than not.’ 

‘And as you can’t find out,’ Celia said with the utmost 
gentleness, ‘don’t you think you’d better please yourself?’ 

‘But that’s just it,’ Miss Riggs replied, and, for the first time 
in Celia’s acquaintance with her, she looked thoroughly 
bewildered and doubtful. ‘What do I want with marrying? 
But there’ll be no pleasing myself, either way, because I 
believe the man needs looking after.’ 

‘Then you’re lost,’ Celia said. ‘Unless you remember that 
there are thousands of other men who need it too.’ 

‘Yes, but Jo’s the only one that’s come my way,’ Miss Riggs 
said simply. ‘And he was a good friend to Fred.’ She 
opened the door as though, the matter being settled, Celia 
could now depart. 

‘Then you are going to desert me,’ Celia said, from the 
landing. 

‘Poohl’ said Miss Riggs, following her out, T could manage 
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his litde place with one hand and still have the other one for 
you.’ 

Celia went down a few stairs, then stopped and looked up. 
Miss Riggs was leaning over the banisters and, under the 
dome of the skylight, a few grey hairs were visible among the 
dark ones on her smooth head. Her mouth had settled into 
its contented curves, a white apron enwrapped her ample 
figure, she looked like a wise, competent mother who watched 
a daughter setting off for a day’s work, but this maternal 
aspect did not prevent Celia from asking, ‘What sort of 
woman was Jo’s wife?’ 

‘Scraggy,’ said Miss Riggs with a good deal of satisfaction. 

Celia gave a little nod. She was pleased that a primitive 
fe mini nity should lie under Miss Riggs’s desire to serve, 
under her immediate response to anyone who needed her 
and the sort of loyalty to Fred which could identify him with 
his fiiend. 

‘But you may regret it,’ she called wamingly from the 
next landing. 

‘Well, and if I do,’ said Miss Riggs, leaning further over 
the railing, ‘Jo’ll never know anything about it.’ 

Again Celia nodded. That was the difference between 
Miss Riggs and herself. If Miss Riggs made a mistake, no one 
else would suffer for it. Jo might be duller than Gerald 
but, with the sharpest wits in the world, he would learn 
nothing Miss Riggs did not wish him to know. 
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CHAPTER XIV 


It was a warm, sunny morning. The primroses which she 
had seen as buds yesterday would be full blown by now and, 
on the trees, the narrow gilded cups would be opening into 
shallow bowls, more green than yellow. In the streets, too, 
there were signs of spring. Shutting her eyes for a minute, 
Celia believed she could have named the season from the 
smell in the air and distinguished the sounds from those she 
heard at other times of the year. These were not the slurred 
footsteps of summer or the heavy ones of autumn; they had 
the quickness of winter ones but far more lightness, as 
though the sun, pulling things out of the earth and from the 
branches with a confident, warm hand, was also lifting 
human beings from the fiat of their feet to their toes. 

Once more, as she left the shops and crossed Albert Square 
and made towards Nunnery Road, past gardens where the 
flowering trees were beginning to blossom, she registered her 
thankfulness for Hving in this place and no other. She sup- 
posed, without regret, that she revealed her limitations in 
the simple pleasure she found in the sight of familiar places 
and people. She had spoken the truth when she told Gerald 
she did not tire of the daily round. Some little thing was 
always happening and the thought of Miss Riggs, giving her- 
self in marriage and giving up her blessedly solitary bed, was 
as absorbing as any other affair in which motives and feelings 
and character could be traced. 

But she had a feeling that, after years of personal unevent- 
fulness since the War ended, all the middle-aged people who 
made the chief part of her world, who had reached the age 
at which Catherine believed that nothing could matter very 
much, were aware of some yeasty element working in them, 
as it used to work in the bread made in her mother’s kitchen. 
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She could remember the smooth heap of the mixture in a pan 
set before the fire and how, for some time, it was a mild- 
looking quiescent lump, and then it slowly rose under a 
hidden ferment, to be popped into an oven of the right heat 
and brought out as wholesome food. She was not sure what 
would have happened to the mixture if it had not been 
baked. She supposed it would have grown some unpleasant 
kind of fungus and been wasted, and she thought it might 
be well for human beings of a certain age to experience some 
healthy emotional fires. But she did not want them for her- 
self, she decided as she reached Nunnery Road and stood 
still for a minute to watch the tramcars go up and down. 
They were like toys in their bright colours; they had the 
earnest, determined appearance of toys which had been 
wound up and made to go and the man with one gloved 
hand on the control and the other ready to drop a palm on 
the warning bell, was like a painted tin figure, fixed by a peg 
into its appointed slot. And the passengers, too, were pegged 
into their positions. It was odd, when the tramcar stopped, 
to see them rise, and straighten themselves from their seated 
postures but, from one point of view, it was all odd — this 
wide space which was the meeting-place of many roads, the 
concert hall on her left with its Greek fa9ade and surround- 
ing of British shrubs, the bronze soldier for ever on his stone 
pedestal, the men and women all hurrying on their separate 
errands, the motor cars rushing, the tramcars swaying and 
jangling and, over it all, the feeling that there was no real 
need to hurry in this place. It was following the fashion for 
speed, but it could never rid itself of the presence of the quiet 
country across the river, subject only to the seasons and the 
weather. 

And now, some way off, she saw two figures which did not 
conform to this affected mania for speed. May and Julia 
were taking their daily promenade; as usual, they had 
happened to meet, and Celia had a suspicion that they would 

io6 



soon slip into some shop, and continue their disagreements 
and rivalries over cups of creamy coffee and rich cakes. She 
was tempted to wait for them and the amusement they would 
give her, but John would be cross if she was late: she did not 
linger and she soon reached the family shop which now 
occupied almost the whole of a short stretch of street. Doubt- 
less Julia would cross the road in good time and pretend not 
to see it, but Celia took a long look at the pink underclothes 
in the corner window and at the lady who smiled bravely 
above the restrictions of a corset. She found the main 
entrance impassable. Workmen were still busy on the new 
windows and she had to enter by a modest door farther down 
the street. Here she found herself among the lace curtains 
and the bedspreads. From this department her own house- 
hold linen had been supplied in generous quantity when she 
was married, and she could testify to its quality. Much of it 
was still in use, but she wished she could have taken a seat at 
one of the counters and caused a young man to produce his 
best sheets and table linen for her choice. She could pass the 
dresses and the hats, the lace and the silk stockings with no 
more than a mild desire for them, but household linen was a 
secret, unlikely passion, and even tea-cloths and dusters, 
though she used them without enthusiasm, touched some 
tender spot in her when she saw them in their virgin state. 

However, she had found that one of the less difficult lessons 
was learning to do without material things, and she dropped her 
desires as she went up the wide, carpeted stairs and through 
a short corridor where gay silk petticoats hung on stands and 
looked like the petals of great drooping flowers, and so to the 
holy of holies where Mr. John, as he was still called, held all 
the threads of the business in his hands. And he seemed to 
hold them easily. There was nothing harassed or hurried 
about him and, in his grey tweed suit and coloured shirt, he 
looked as though he had driven in his dog-cart from a coun- 
try home beyond the river. 
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He kissed her affectionately. She knew he was fond of her 
and for him she had that rooted family affection which is not 
really shaken by differences of opinion or quarrels or dis- 
approval. 

^What do you think of my new windows?’ was his first 
remark. 

She raised her eyebrows but not her eyes. Anybody else 
with a brother-in-law in need of all the work he could get 
would have avoided mentioning what he so easily might have 
had, but John had the obtuseness of the man who has never 
had a doubt about the wisdom or the justice of his actions. 

should think you’ll have a lot of fun with them,’ she said. 
‘You’ll be able to arrange a complete tea-party in one of 
them — afternoon frocks — and a happy day by the sea — 
bathing dresses — in the other. Is business bad?’ she added 
kindly. 

It was to the credit of his honesty, but also to the same 
obtuseness, that he answered at once, ‘No, it’s very good.’ 

‘So few people in the shop.’ 

‘The shop’s never crowded, even at sale time. That’s one 
of its charms. Plenty of room, plenty of assistants, and twenty 
women spending a few shillings may look very fine, but 
they’re not so useful to me as one woman spending twenty 
pounds.’ 

Much more intelligent looking than May, much more alert, 
he had, nevertheless, some of her self-complacency, and 
Celia felt a spiteful little desire to disturb it. 

‘And so much nicer for Julia!’ she said sympathetically. 

‘Of course it’s nicer. When I benefit, so does she.’ 

‘I meant, as she would say, psychologically. I’m sure the 
thought of women snatching for bargains must distress her.’ 

‘Oh rubbish!’ John said impatiently. ‘Don’t you worry 
about Julia.’ 

‘I don’t,’ Celia said softly. ‘I don’t worry about anybody.’ 

‘Then you’re lucky. I worry about the whole lot of you. 
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Of course Hester never condescends to write to me, but I 
suppose you hear from her sometimes, don’t you?’ 

‘Sometimes,’ Celia said with caution. 

‘And what’s her latest prank?’ 

‘Prank? She’s earning her living, taking people’s dogs for 
walks in the parks, getting a commission on picking up bar- 
gedns in old shops, doing a little secretarial work when she 
can get it.’ 

‘Well, I call it disgraceful! Making an errand boy of herself 
and feeling that she’s got a grievance, I suppose.’ 

‘I shouldn’t think so.’ Hester was much too proud a person 
to harbour one, even in secret, but there had been a hint of 
weariness in her letter, of dissatisfaction with this amusing, 
scrambling existence by which she kept her independence 
of her brother, and a suggestion of her readiness to do some- 
thing practical to setde herself in life, or wildly imprudent 
for the sake of excitement and experience, and these remarks 
had been followed by the exclamation marks with which 
women attempt to modify their readers’ impressions or to 
indicate their own humour. 

‘Well, if Hester hasn’t one, Stephen has, and you, too, it 
seems. What’s the matter with Stephen, anyway? Does he 
think he’s dying or what? He said he couldn’t rest until he’d 
told me what was on his mind. He didn’t say rest in his 
grave, but that’s what it soxmded like.’ 

‘And what was on his mind?’ Celia inquired. 

‘He says you girls haven’t been treated fairly and, upon my 
word, if he wasn’t Stephen, I should think he was in difficul- 
ties himself and wanted to make sure of something for May. 
But, mind you, he didn’t mention her.’ 

Celia was not surprised. She realized, on consideration, 
how seldom that name was on on his lips. 

‘But,’ John went on, ‘what applies to one of you applies to 
the others. You must all be treated alike, fairly or unfairly! 
Now, I don’t know what you’ve been grumbling about, but 
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I’ve always taken my stand by my father’s will and his known 
wishes. Hester’s doing just what he meant to prevent her 
from doing — living her own life, as silly women call it. 
She can live in my house, as she knows, with every comfort 
and plenty of pocket money, and I won’t be a party to any- 
thing else. And as for you, my dear . . .’ 

‘No,’ Celia said, ‘leave me out of it.’ 

‘But Stephen didn’t.’ 

‘That’s Stephen’s business and I wish he hadn’t interfered 
with mine.’ Slowly she rose and pulled on her gloves. She 
kept her look of lazy imperturbability. It was her best 
defence against attack or any sign of her emotions. ‘I shall 
go and have a look at your spring display. Wasn’t it rather 
siUy of you to have those windows done just when you have 
so many things to show?’ 

This was a successful diversion, but only a temporary one. 
In the shop and at home he was used to a submissive audience 
and when he had explained the wisdom of his action and 
how its inconvenience was outweighed by its advertisement 
of the shop’s increasing prosperity, he sziid genially, ‘And 
when I’ve finisfred what I’m going to say, you shall get your- 
self a new frock, a new coat, anything you like. 
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CHAPTER XV 

She did not look at the spring display and she did not accept 
John’s offer. She left the shop, shghtly sick, her head aching 
under her determination to forget some of the things he had 
said or hinted. She had pretended not to hear all their 
significance but, foolish as he thought her, she could not hope 
he believed her to be as dense as she tried to appear. 

At those points where stupidity became useless, she hoped 
she had been properly loyal to Gerald for, indeed, she felt it, 
and she had managed to laugh at John instead of showing 
her anger. How smug he was in the safety of his position, 
how respectable in the chapel-going which meant nothing 
except stubbornness in abiding by the faith of his fathers lest 
he should be suspected of leaving it for worldly reasons, 
how thoroughly he represented the environment from which 
he sprang! He had been educated outside it, his friends were 
not in it, but he had kept all its prejudices, its inelasticity, its 
right to decide the oughts and ought nots for other people, 
and though she absolved him from all vulgarity in connec- 
tion with money, the possession of it had for him, as for 
most people, its subtle, tmconscious influence. She doubted 
whether he would feel any uneasiness because she had refused 
his present and, if he did, whether he would not see in her 
refusal a sign of a grievance she wished to keep, rather than 
an indication of her independence and resentment. And 
already the resentment had nearly gone, though the lump in 
the throat and the aching head remained. 

She stood at the edge of the pavement and she might have 
been standing beside a river, hearing but not heeding the 
rushing water. Behind her there were footsteps and voices 
and the sounds made by the workmen at the shop windows: 
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in front of her the cars and the carts went by and gradually 
she became soothed by the ceaseless noise and its complete 
indifference to her and her affairs, as people are calmed who 
take their troubles to flowing water. 

Let them go! she thought, as though she actually saw on 
the river the little straws and sticks and the scum gathered 
against the banks. These were less than nothing to a stream 
urgent to reach the sea. It was folly to concentrate on the 
straws and scum and miss the beauty because there were some 
flecks on it, to dwell, as everybody was inclined to do, on the 
qualities they dislike in people instead of on those worthy of 
admiration. Nevertheless, she felt she had a score to settle 
with Stephen whose good qualities had caused her present 
distresses and, as household matters were in the safe keeping 
of Miss Riggs, she decided to go and see him and turned 
from her contemplation on the kerbstone to make her way 
down the Slope and so to the side street where he had his 
office. 

Considering the neighbourhood of a cake-shop it was not 
surprising to meet M!ay and Julia still coming up as she went 
down, and she thought they looked like cats who had been 
lapping cream, a large, smooth tabby of mature age and a 
fluffy little kitten, but, on a nearer view, May’s bovine ap- 
pearance was stronger than her look of feline content. Even 
in its drowsiest moments, a cat seems to have some age-old 
secret and rather dreadful knowledge, and May was more like 
a handsome steer being driven through the streets and not 
actively puzzled by the conditions in which it found itself. 
The sight of Celia^ however, was like the sight of the farm- 
yard gate. This was familiar, she knew all about this, and her 
glance sharpened as she asked what her sister was doing 
abroad at this time of the day. 

‘When I want you to come and see me, you’re always too 
busy, though what you find to do in that little flat I can’t 
think. I know I often envy you, with all the people I have to 
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care for and the house I have to manage. And here you are, 
prancing about in the middle of the morning!’ 

‘Because I have so little to do,’ Celia said amiably. 

‘Then why does everybody talk as though you were 
scrubbing floors aU day long? If I dare to say a word about 
you to Susan . . . ’ 

‘Only one word?’ Celia asked with surprise. 

‘Oh, I’d say much more if I had the chance, but she’s up 
in arms at once. And so is Stephen. But nowadays I can’t 
say anything to Stephen. At least, I never get an answer. I 
don’t know whether he’s getting deaf or just bad tempered.’ 

‘Not bad tempered!’ Julia begged for justice. ‘So gentle!’ 
She smiled and sighed. Her patient thoughts went towards 
her husband who wreaked on her all the mishaps, caused by 
other people, of his days. ‘Worried, perhaps,’ she said. 

‘What can he have to worry him? And, if there’s anything, 
surely I’m the one to help him. I’m used to it. There are the 
servants, there are the children, all coming to me with their 
troubles and difficulties. It’s natural. I don’t complain, I 
suppose that’s what I’m for.’ 

‘What all women are for,’ Julia murmured. 

‘And Prudence and Susan,’ May went on, ‘are out from 
morning till night and I never know where they’re going or 
what they’re doing. When we were young, Celia, we had to 
tell our parents if we went to the pillar box.’ 

*Yes, and wasn’t it a bore! But then, we were very 
docile. We weren’t posting any letters we didn’t want them 
to see.’ 

‘And who says my girls are doing that? But I shoxoldn’t 
wonder. Prudence is a great anxiety to me. So mysterious. 
Won’t tell me anything. For all I know she may be carrying 
on with some terribly unsuitable young man. It would be 
just my luck to have something happen like that, and if you 
know anything, if Susan’s told you, for she wouldn’t tell me, 
then you ought to let me know.’ 
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‘But I don’t know anything/ Celia cried. don’t suspect 
anything! What a muddle-head you’ve got, poor May!’ 

‘And you’d be muddle-headed if you had my family to deal 
with.’ 

‘I imagined Susan must be perfect since her journey to 
Paris/ Celia said slyly and Julia, relaxing her self-discipline 
of generosity and kindness, permitted herself to smile slyly 
too. 

‘Mrs. Carey didn’t bring her home,’ May said with annoy- 
ance. ^She stayed in London with her brother and never 
suggested that Susan should stay, too. Just made use of her 
when she wanted her, it seems to me, and I shouldn’t be 
surprised if we see nothing more of her.’ 

‘I warned you about that, dear,’ Julia said. 

‘Yes, but you’re not proved right, yet,’ May said sharply. 
‘And I shall have to ask her to dinner.’ 

‘She won’t come,’ Celia said consolingly. 

‘Then she’ll be very rude,’ said May. ‘But I’m sure I don’t 
know who I could ask to meet her.’ 

This was Celia’s opportunity for escape. She laughed 
and went on, anxious to test Stephen’s hearing for herself 
and she wondered whether she was going to find the monkey 
in the puzzle and whether she would be sorry when she 
saw it. 

What she actually saw was a familiar Stephen who looked 
tired, but not furtively apprehensive or suspiciously free 
from care, and it seemed a long time before he could extend 
himself to his full length when he rose from his revolving 
chair. His desk was strewn with bundles of documents 
encircled by tape of an offensive pink and they were all in 
varying degrees of dustiness. Against the walls were ranged 
the usual tin boxes, initialled or named in white; there was a 
bookcase full of drearily bound volumes and the whole room 
was impoverished and yet redeemed by a chair with a noble 
spread of seat, a high back and winged sides. 
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She said, ‘That’s May, of course.’ 

‘Yes, I haven’t had it long. Excellent for embarrassed 
clients. I put it against the light and they can huddle 
under the wings.’ His queer eyes twinkled. ‘You’d better 
sit in it.’ 

She stayed where she was, trying to see the hidden May 
who lived somewhere under her stupidity and her capacity 
for making Stephen deaf. The chair stood there like a 
witness to that sense of beauty which seemed unrelated to 
anything else in her life and, as she considered it, Celia 
remembered that all the furniture of her sister’s choosing 
had definite character with its beauty. She was never caught 
by flimsy grace. The chairs, the tables, the chests of drawers, 
were like wise, quiet people, outwardly rather grave, but 
possessed of a serenity impossible without an inner sense of 
gaiety. 

‘Poor May!’ she said very softly, and Stephen’s hearing 
must have been unimpaired for, slightly on the defensive, he 
asked qmckly, ‘Why?’ 

‘I don’t qtdte know,’ Celia said. Suddenly, for a minute, 
she felt an unreasonable dislike for him. He coxild hardly 
avoid a consciousness of his intellectual superiority to his 
wife, but he ought to have known how not to waste her. 
He need not have created an atmosphere in which she could 
not see her way and had to signal by constant shouting. 
And then, remorsefully, she remembered Gerald’s little 
houses and Jimmy’s reproachful question. 

‘Oh, we’re aU in the same boat,’ she said, as she sat in the 
chair. ‘I came feeling rather unfriendly. You’ve got me into 
trouble with John and I was vexed because I spend most of 
my life in dodging trouble and then you go and make it for 
me out of kindness. I suppose it was out of kindness.’ 

‘What has he been saying?’ 

‘You needn’t <isk that. He must have said it all to you. 
What you really want to know is how much of it he left out 
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with me. And I expect he thinks it was a good deal. He 
must be capable in his business — look at his new windows — 
but he’s very heavy handed when he tries diplomacy. 
I could have done it for him so much better. He took such 
a sudden interest in our domestic affairs, even asking how 
we all spent our evenings! The kind brother, the kind uncle, 
but particularly, the kind brother-in-law! Never mind!’ 
She put her hands to her forehead, then swept them apart. 
‘It’s gone. But he’s anxious about you, too. He seemed to 
think there was something ominous in your attempt to help 
us, as though you wanted to get things straight before you 
took your departure.’ 

‘Departure?’ Stephen asked. He had been drawing on his 
blotting-paper, but now he dropped the pencil and looked 
up. - 

‘For another world,’ Celia said. 

‘Oh, I see.’ He looked down again. ‘Well, you never 
know. I seem to have done more harm than good, but I 
had to try. I might as well have battered my head against a 
wall. There’s not the smallest crack in his solid belief in 
himself and everything he does. No doubts. He must be 
amazingly happy and I believe he is. That’s what’s the 
matter with him. Julia ought to run off with someone for the 
sake of John’s immortal soul.’ 

‘Heavens! Who would run off with Julia? She’s pretty 
enough, but she’s just a dainty little book of moral maxims.’ 

‘Suitable for the bedside table?’ 

‘For the table. Exactly!’ Celia said dryly. 

‘Then another member of the family must oblige.’ He 
directed his faintly oblique glance at her. ‘What about you?’ 

She shook her head. ‘Much too lazy. And you needn’t 
worry about John’s soul. Sooner or later, he’ll get his share 
of misery. And he’ll be bewildered. He won’t understand 
why he should be punished.’ 

‘Do you understand why you 3ire?’ 

ii6 



‘I’m not,’ she sziid, ‘but I expect I shall be.’ 

‘And will you understand?’ 

‘No, but I hope I shall believe that I’m getting off more 
lightly than I deserve.’ 

‘What submission!’ 

‘Easier than rebellion and, after all, if we make mistakes, 
we must pay for them.’ 

‘Honest mistakes?’ 

‘Yes, that’s the mystery. A few pence wrong in our 
accounts seems to mount up to quite a lot of money in 
twenty yeajfs. Compound interest, whatever that may be. 
But I suppose there must be mystery where there’s life.’ 

‘It’s true about the accounts,’ he muttered. 





CHAPTER XVI 

The garden behind the Greys’ house kept to the exact width 
of the ground in front of it, but it was a good deal longer 
than it was wide and, at the farther end, beyond the smooth 
■ lawn which was flanked by paths and broad flower beds, 
there was another path, parallel to the house, and a rough 
patch of grass where a few neglected apple trees spread their 
twisted limbs, adorned them in the spring with scanty 
blossom and then, as though enraged, cast down their small, 
hard apples in the autumn. In a comer made by the 
containing walls and screened by the trees, there was a 
somewhat dilapidated summer-house, cobwebby and dark, 
furnished with a rickety table and a fixed bench following 
the curve of the little building. It was like thousands of other 
summer-houses in suburbain gardens, commonplace in 
the day-time, sinister and not willingly entered at night, 
but the old apple trees gave importance to this one. Even 
in the day-time it could be turned into a witch’s hovel and 
at night it was the hiding-place of everything Prudence and 
Susan feared when they were children. Burglars waited 
there until all the lights in the house were out; a snake, 
escaped from the Zoological Gardens, whence the roaring 
of the lions could be plainly heard, and tJiking refuge in the 
garden, would uncoil itself from the legs of the rickety 
table and climb by a water-pipe to the bedroom window 
in the deadest hour of the night; then, too, the witch became 
a reality. And there were fears much less definite, strange 
and ugly metamorphoses of familiar faces, a sense of vague 
danger, impossibilities which become almost inevitable to 
imaginative children in the dark. Yet, in the morning, there 
was never any expectation of finding the snake in the summer- 
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house, the witch came or went at their bidding, her hovel 
could be changed into a palace or into the home of an 
ordinary lady who was entertaining another to tea. And 
there were endless happy possibilities for adventure in that 
piece of ground, untouched by the gardener until the grass 
grew too rank and never invaded by their mother or her 
friends. Priscilla had missed this privilege of privacy and 
imagination. By the time she was old enough to escape from 
her watchful nurse, she would find her sisters there, still in 
possession, reading or sewing now, instead of playing, and 
though this was interesting and romantic in its way, it was 
not the way Prudence and Susan had known. And Priscilla 
might not have used such opportunities, even with a sister 
or brother nearer her own age. She was born into a world 
where people outside fairy tales could fly; where the turn 
of a knob brought voices from thousands of miles across 
the sea, and the seven leagued boots had been outdone. 
But her imagination and her wits were used freely and acutely 
on the actual people she knew and if, on this warm May 
night, she had been looking out of her bedroom window 
instead of sleeping peacefully after her usual cunning or 
coaxing attempts to stay up as late as everybody else, she 
would have found reasons, practical or dramatic, according 
to her mood, for her father’s solitary pacing of the gravel 
path between the smooth lawn and the rough grass. 

It was Susan who saw him as she knelt at the window 
in her nightgown, smelling all the scents of leaves and grass 
and flowers which seemed to be released at night. They 
did not rush forth tumultuously; they came slowly, furtively, 
as though the door were only opened by a few inches and 
the prisoners must steal out one by one. 

‘Smoking a cigar,’ she said softly. She could see the glow 
of it like a tiny brazier in the darkness. ‘He doesn’t often do 
that.’ 

‘High days and holidays,’ Prudence said from her bed. 



‘Then why to-night?’ Susan asked, with her lips against 
the hands resting on the sill. 

‘We shall have thousands of moths in this room in a 
minute,’ Prudence said, glancing up from the careful filin g 
of her nails. 

‘There don’t seem to be any,’ said Susan, but she blew a 
kiss to the figure at the bottom of the garden who must be 
able to see her dark head against the light, and then she 
drew the curtains. 

She felt rather envious of her sister. In the first place, she 
admired her looks which were less dependent on attention 
than her own. Prudence’s hair, a true brown with no black 
in it and with a faint lacquering of gold, dropped against 
the nape of her neck in curls which needed no more persua- 
sion than a twist of her fingers. Her eyes, brown too, were 
enlivened by a hint of green and the intelligence thus given 
to them reduced the sensuousness of her naturally red 
mouth. Some day she might be as massive as her mother, 
but now her limbs, protruding firom the wisp of pale yellow 
nightgown, were at their round perfection and the skin had 
the subdued glow which was her physical characteristic. 
But what Susan reaUy envied was her apparent ability to 
i mmu nize herself from the feelings, the sympathies and 
antipathies in the household and to feel no curiosity about 
them. In spite of what her mother said, she lived in her home 
with grace and a good deal of patience. This was due to her 
conception of good manners and to the proud pleasure, 
which is derived from the exercise of self-control, but 
while Susan knelt at the window and wondered, rather 
anxiously, why her father stayed out there so late, Prudence 
trimmed her nails and hoped no moths would enter. 
Whether this was wisdom or indifference, Susan did not 
know but, when the light was out, she lay awake, thinking 
the frightening thoughts of childhood. There might be 
someone hiding in the summer-house who would do her 
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father an injury. He was almost perfect in her eyes, but she 
could believe that he might be faulty for someone else, and 
lately he had not been his equable self. He had been a little 
short in the temper and less ready than usual to identify 
hi mself with the doings of his family, and Susan, who had 
imagination, could understand that, in his fifty odd years of 
life, there might be troubling incidents to remember or 
events which, like forgotten seeds, suddenly lifted surprising 
heads from the soil. 

She was relieved when she heard his footsteps approaching 
the house, the distant sounds of doors being bolted, then his 
light tread on the landing and the click of the switch as he 
turned off the light, and just as the snake and the burglar 
were forgotten in the morning, long ago, her anxieties dis- 
appeared and she could laugh at herself when she knew he 
was safe under his own roof. 

She gave a little sigh and turned over to sleep, but a voice 
came from the other bed. 

‘What are you going to do about Jimmy?’ 

Susan was surprised and there was a pause before she put 
a question of her own. ‘What are you going to do about 
several people?’ 

‘That’s different. That’s fun and we all know it, but 
poor old Jimmy isn’t having fun. He’s in earnest.’ 

‘But what about?’ 

‘You are not really stupid,’ Prudence remarked politely. 

Susan turned on to her other side. Plainly, though 
Prudence seemed to be detached, she was not unobservant, 
and she was exercising an elder sister’s privilege in uttering 
a warning, but she was the elder by so little and Susan had 
always believed that it was she who had the greater share of 
wisdom, because she was by nature calmer. There was a 
suggestion of possible excess in Prudence who had surely 
been wrongly named, excess of feeling, extravagance of 
action, and the very possibility almost made her guilty 
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in Susan’s eyes. She rather resented this warning. It 
creased the smoothness of her mind in relation to herself. 
She took, as her natural burden, the family affairs, willingly 
carrying her anxiety when she saw her father looking weary, 
enduring her mother’s inconsequence, her chatter and 
contradictory orders, doing her duty towards the precocious 
and beloved Priscilla, but her secret self had to be kept un- 
ruffled and now Prudence had ruffled it. Susan had to 
question herself and she disliked all problems. She was faced 
with the knowledge that nothing could be done and no life 
could be lived in isolation. Each person was like a little 
island, apparently separate but actually connected, under 
the sea, with the mainland; the sea was constantly bringing 
to it and taking from it, pebbles and sand and seaweed and 
the flotsam cast up on either shore, and it was useless to 
assign responsibility to one side or the other. Causes might 
be unalterable but effects had to be dealt with and, if 
Prudence was right, an intellectual and impersonal game 
of chess was going to involve her in emotions she did 
not want. 

'I’ve always treated him,’ she said, 'exactly as though he 
were a brother.’ 

'If you’d ever had a brother, you would know better,’ 
Prudence replied. 'Of course,’ she said on a higher note, 'I 
may be wrong. He may feel like a brother towards you and 
be rather worried by suspecting that you don’t feel like a 
sister to him.’ 

'Oh, that’s absurd!’ 

'Not absurd,’ said Prudence, 'but annoying, for some 
reason or other. I don’t know why women should have to 
feel more humiliated than men do when their love is un- 
requited! It makes men seem rather noble and women just 
poor things.’ 

'Well, I’m not a poor thing. I’m not in love with Jimmy.’ 

'No, but you’re a little more in love with him than you 
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were before I spoke. Fve made him more interesting for 
you. That was a mistake. If s always a mistake to interfere.’ 

Tt doesn’t matter/ Susan said. 

She lay facing the window. The curtains had been drawn 
back again when the light was put out and she could see a 
segment of the sky bending to enclose the poplars in a 
neighbouring garden. It seemed to dip on purpose to keep 
them in their black rigidity. They made the sky look pale 
and she thought it was like a greenish bowl of glass, such as 
she had seen in old-fashioned parlours, inverted to protect 
some representation of fruit or flowers. She, too, was within 
the bowl, but Jimmy was outside it. He was just beyond 
the semi-transparent glass and she believed there would 
always be that sort of dimness between them. Physically, she 
could imagine him clearly, lying in bed in his little room, 
and as she pictured him asleep, his hair disordered on the 
pillow, his blunt features composed into a rather pathetic 
childishness, she realized that this dimness did not emanate 
from him and that he was probably unaware of it. She 
created it herself, though she had nothing to hide, because 
it was necessary to her nature. There were no secrets in 
her doll’s house, but no one was allowed to meddle with it 
and suddenly she remembered how she had once found 
Jimmy in the nursery, standing in front of the doll’s house, 
his hands in his pockets, and because he did not turn at 
once, as was proper, to look at her, she knew he was absorbed 
in exercising his particular talent on that interior, as though 
it were a human habitation. But he had said nothing. He 
had simply set out the chessmen with the roughened hands 
which moved with such surprising precision, and she thought 
she had found the reason for the content she always had in 
his company. He was able to see her as a person, without 
reference to himself. She did not know that this was the 
rarest attribute of lovers, this acceptance of what was, 
without the demand for a merging which can never be 
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complete and, in its incompleteness, is perpetually troubling, 
but she knew he would allow her to be a little island. 
Neither he nor she could control the tides and their effects, 
or cut the hidden communications, but he would abide by 
the old definition they had both learnt in childhood. He 
would admit that an island was a piece of land entirely 
surrounded by water and he would not insist on a permanent 
bridge or a regular service of steamers. 

Who else would be like that? she asked herself, and aloud, 
careless of whether Prudence waked or slept, she said, 
’'Well, I suppose we shall have to marry somebody.’ 

‘Why?’ Prudence asked. 

It was a reasonable question and the only reasonable 
answer was one which Susan was not prepared to make. 
She had the healthy young woman’s desire to provoke love 
in innumerable people, but giving it to one person in 
perpetuity was another matter. 

‘I wish,’ she said, in a tone of exasperation, ‘it was the 
custom, in our world, to arrange suitable marriages for 
daughters. Then we’d have no responsibility.’ 

T expect they’d be as good as any others, in the long run,’ 
Prudence said, ‘but you might have to do a lot of running 
first and most likely it would be uphill. Anyhow, they’d 
never arrange one with a cousin.’ 

‘No, that would be the convenience of the custom,’ Susan 
said. 
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CHAPTER XVII 


There was no fear of waking May; she gave herself to sleep 
like a child, but when Stephen entered the room he shared 
with her, he did not turn on the light. She, too, had drawn 
back her curtains, so that a faint illumination came from 
the street lamp beyond the garden and, as he stood against 
the door, the room seemed to him like one presented on a 
stage, unfamiliar, holding the spectator taut for what might 
happen in it. Slowly, the two beds, the tallboy facing them, 
the bow-fronted dressing-table, took shape and meaning. 
They seemed to wait in the knowledge of what word or 
movement would begin the drama, for they had been at all 
the rehearsals, while he did not know whether comedy or 
tragedy were to be enacted here. Then he shook his head, 
stepped quickly to the window and looked out. 

The broad road, very white where the shadows did not 
fall on it, the white houses, set in their gardens, across the 
way, the tall lamps holding the steady lights, renewed his 
impression of looking at the setting for a play. The night 
and the silence gave to this ordinary road inhabited by 
ordinary citizens, much more significance than it ever had 
by day and much more beauty. Everything was so still, so 
black and white, that it seemed to be held by frost, yet the 
air was warm and what looked like rime on the grass below 
the window was a mass of May-flowering tulips, just past 
their prime, their colour lost in the night. The scene had 
the quality of suspense. It seemed as though figures must 
emerge from the opposite houses to play their parts, and 
zilready he saw them in fancy, the women in full, silken skirts, 
the men with swords at their sides, all voiceless, but eloquent 
in gestures of love or hatred, people in the actions and the 
costumes of an earlier day, long prior to the raising of these 
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houses. But they disappeared at the sound of an approaching 
footstep. Slowly, on his rubber soles, a large policeman 
came into sight, halted for a time under a tree on the 
opposite pavement and then marched on. During his passage 
he broke the spell lying on the place but, though the actors 
did not return, it settled down again when he had gone. 
Perhaps, Stephen thought, the spell was created not so 
much by the night itself and the lamplight and the immobile 
shadows as by the general pervasiveness of sleep. Among 
the many thousands of people in Upper Radstowe, only a 
negligible number would be waking at this hour, so many 
dreams and so much oblivion could not be powerless of 
effect, and with that thought he became actively conscious 
of May in the bed behind him. 

He turned on the bedside light and, shielding the glare 
from her face, he looked at it with remorseful tenderness, 
blaming himself for the failures towards her which were 
very present to his mind and absent, he hoped, from 
hers. Withdrawn as she was by sleep, she had none of 
the unreachable remoteness of death, the majesty of an 
experience no one looking at her had known. Nevertheless, 
she was mysterious in this living stillness, for the experiences 
of her dreams, try as she might and would, could never be 
properly transmitted to another. That was true of all 
experiences, but over the sleeping ones she had no control. 
She was asssdlable by the truths which, for all he knew, she 
evaded, rather than missed through stupidity, in the day- 
time. With her hair tied back in a ribbon, as she had tied 
it since her schooldays, and the dark lashes on the faintly 
flushed cheeks, she looked almost as young as she had been 
on their marriage night when he had found her fast asleep. 
He remembered that he had been hurt to get no welcome 
and then touched by the simplicity of her faith in him and 
her confidence in the future they were to share. He was 
touched now, by the same faith, as she lay there, defenceless, 
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for how did she know he would not take the pillows from his 
own bed and play Othello? Ah well, he had no inclination 
to do that, but what harm had he already done and what 
might he yet do? He shrank from the thought of Susan or 
Prudence given into the keeping of any man, but with what 
assurance he had taken May into his own! 

He shook his head again and, putting out the light, he 
went into the adjoining dressing-room and shut the door. 
Everything here was in perfect order. When he opened the 
cupboard, he knew he would find his bag in its proper 
corner; his handkerchiefs were neatly piled in one drawer; 
in another his underclothes were arranged according to 
their kind and thickness, and if May’s own hands had not 
set them in their places, she had seen that it was done. 
And yet, this very evening, he had walked out of the drawing- 
room because he could not bear the creaking of the news- 
paper as she turned it and the sight of the sheets scattered 
on the floor. But why, he asked himself, should he expect 
or want consistency from her? Inconsistency was one of the 
qualities he looked for in his collection of interesting 
specimens, but then, he had never classified May or put a 
label on her. He might, he supposed, have told her long ago 
that this trick offended him. Why had he not done that? 
Kneeling beside his open bag, he realized that, in all these 
years, they had never quarrelled, there had been none of 
the sharp retorts and wearisome complaints usually incident 
to marriage, and as though he must run at once from this 
thought, instead of dwelling on it with pleasure, he packed 
his bag hastily, undressed and slipped into bed. 

May had not stirred. While he was awake, and that was 
for a long time, he did not hear her move, and he felt all 
the superiority of the bad sleeper in the presence of a good 
one, but when he woke it was to find that his greater 
sensibility had not prevented him from sleeping through 
the arrival of the morning tea and his wife’s movements as 
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she dressed. He opened his eyes to see her arranging her 
thick, dark hair. The sleeves of her pale wrap had fallen 
back and her raised arms were black against the window. 
This essentially feminine attitude, the unusual stealth of her 
gestures, lest she should wake him, the carefiil laying down 
of her comb and choosing of a hairpin, gave him a surprising 
sense of home and of being cared for, and he wished he might 
stay in bed indefinitely, without any compunction to rise 
and act, speaking to no one, hearing only the sounds made in 
a house where someone is lying ill and the impersonal ones 
of tradespeople going to and fro and the click of the 
neighbours’ gates. And now, through the mirror, she saw 
that he was awake and she gave him the bright, encouraging 
smile offered to invalids and babies. 

He would not respond at once. T’m terribly tired,’ he 
said. 

‘Tired, after that lovely sleep?’ 

‘It wasn’t a very long one.’ 

‘Then that’s your own fault, Stephen. You stay up far 
too late. It’s all a matter of habit. I expect to be asleep 
soon eifter eleven and I always am. It isn’t’, she said un- 
expectedly, ‘that you have to teU yourself to go to sleep. 
You’ve got to tell sleep it’s time it came and then it comes.’ 

‘And what does it look like?’ he inquired. 

‘Look like? If you could see it it wouldn’t be there.’ 

‘I thought,’ he said hopefiilly, almost persuasively, ‘you 
might see it in some shape or other. You can’t evoke any- 
thing, can you, without giving it form in your mind? Now, 

I see it, very conventionally, no doubt, as a woman’s figure, 
veiled from head to foot, of coiuse, in some filmy stuff— 
what do you call it — chiffon? The colour of the bloom on 
grapes. 

‘Grapes?’ 

‘Yes, I think that’s the colour of sleep — the bloom on 
them,’ he said, and she, who had changed her dressing-gown 
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for a neat morning frock while he talked, came to the table 
between the beds and made a note on the writing-pad that 
lay there. 

‘What are you writing?’ he asked. 

I’ve a very bad memory,’ she said, ‘and so much to think 
of.’ 

‘Well?’ 

She was sitting on the edge of her bed and he thought 
she was very comely with the clear complexion on which 
she used nothing except good soap and water, the strong 
hair brushed back and arranged without regard for fashion, 
the white muslin collar and cuffs on the dark blue dress, and 
he promised himself that, if she gave a sign not of affection— 
for that, he knew, she had— but of some sort of response to 
what he had been saying, foolish though it was, he would 
not run away this morning. 

‘I must see the greengrocer myself Cook takes in any 
rubbish he likes to send and if you hadn’t mentioned grapes 
I might have forgotten.’ 

‘What did I say about grapes?’ 

‘I don’t know. I just caught the word when I was putting 
my head through my dress. And you are going to be late 
for breakfast.’ 

He sprang out of bed. ‘I’m going to lose my train!’ 

‘Oh, a train? What a bother! Susan had better drive 
you to the station.’ 

‘No, I’ve ordered a cab.’ 

‘I call that very wasteful,’ she said. 

The waste was not excessive, he thought, splashing in his 
bath; at much greater cost, he would have chosen to be 
driven by a hireling and not by his own daughter, but he 
knew he was not to have his way without some difficulty, 
and, when he went downstairs, just in time to kiss Priscilla 
before she set off for school, he could hear argument from 
the dining-room. 

X 
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^He always has a good reason for what he does,’ Susan 
was saying. 

'Well, you may think that pampering you is a good reason, 
but I don’t. He’s simply afraid of hurrying you over your 
breakfast or preventing you from doing some unimportant 
little thing for yourself.’ 

'Oh, Mother dear!’ Susan begged. 

'And,’ May went on, 'he wouldn’t feel like that unless you’d 
trained him to it. It isn’t natural. When I was a girl I was 
on tenterhooks till your grandfather had gone to business 
and on them again as soon as he came back. I don’t know 
what you’re laughing at. He had a very quick temper and 
it wasn’t at all funny.’ 

Silently, Stephen joined in the laughter and he heard 
Prudence ask, 'What were they like?’ 

'Who?’ 

'The tenterhooks. I’ve always wondered.’ 

There was a pause before May said slowly, 'I don’t think 
that’s funny, either, and anyhow, Susan, engagements or 
no engagements, you must meet your father to-night, or 
this afternoon or whenever he wants you.’ 

'Not to-day,’ Stephen said lightly. 'Coffee, quickly, 
please. The cab will be here in a few minutes.’ 

'Not to-day?’ she said. 'To-morrow, then?’ 

'I don’t know,’ he said quietly. 

'Are you going on business?’ 

'No, not on business.’ 

Prudence quietly removed her mother’s hand from the 
coffee-pot and he had a feeling of brutality in face of his 
wife’s bewilderment, of a cruel understanding with these 
girls from which she was shut out, yet it was not as definite 
as an understanding. They knew no more of his mind than 
he did of theirs, but they took him on trust as he took them 
and, seeing to his immediate needs, could preserve their 
curiosity for a more leisured moment. 



‘Call it a whim/ he said. 

‘But you don't have whims!' she exclaimed. ‘And what 
about your luggage? Susan . . . Prudence . . .' A gesture, 
imperilling her cup, bade them rush upstairs and do the 
packing. 

‘No, no,' he said. ‘I packed my little bag last night.’ 

‘I can't make it out,’ she said, ‘like this, all of a sudden.' 
She raised her voice and the ox-Hke eyes had a momentary 
gleam of panic. ‘What’s the matter, Stephen? You've 
never been away without me before, not on a holiday! 
Is it a holiday?’ 

‘I hope it wUl be. If I'm not called back. But I shall 
get a day, at least, or two days, somewhere. I’m tired,' he 
said. ‘I want to be alone,’ and he spoke with irritation 
because he was sorry for her, dissatisfied with himself and 
determined to have his way. ‘I only decided definitely last 
night and when I meant to tell you, you were asleep. 
I believe the weather’s going to be fine,' now he spoke with 
a gay defiance, conscious that his daughters had shifted 
their position a little nearer to their mother's, ‘and if I'm lucky 
I shall sleep for hours, out of doors, beside running water.' 

‘Where?’ May demanded. 

‘I don’t know. That’s the fun of it.’ 

‘You must have your mackintosh. Get it, Susan. But,’ 
she added for, as she said herself, she could work things 
out when she was given time, ‘how can you be sent for if 
you don’t know where you’re going to be?' 

‘Because,’ he said, laughing a little, kissing her and 
Prudence and Susan, ‘I’ll send an address as soon as I get 
one. I may have to sleep under a haystack. I may come 
back to-morrow.’ 

‘Then where's the sense in going at all?' she asked 
plaintively. 

‘Oh, I’m not maJdng any claim to sense,’ he responded 
mildly. 



CHAPTER XVIII 


May, who had been standing on the steps to watch his 
departure, turned into the house. Prudence and Susan 
walked slowly up the broad path from the gate and felt the 
early sunshine already warm on their bare heads. 

‘What a day to spend in a train,’ Prudence said. 

‘Rather nice, I think, just doing nothing and looking at 
the country. Very shiny, it all is, at this time of year. It 
will do him good.’ 

‘I hope so,’ Prudence said. 

They looked at each other for a minute, both ready to 
speak, and simultaneously both decided not to do so. They 
mounted the steps side by side and paused, Uke bathers 
drawing a breath before the plunge. 

‘I haven’t finished my bre^ast,’ Prudence said. 

‘Neither have I.’ 

‘Then we’ll have some fresh coffee and take our time over 
it. After all, there hasn’t been a sudden death in the house.’ 

‘No,’ Susan agreed, but there was that in her voice which 
made Prudence take her firmly by the arm and lead her into 
the dining-room. 

‘Don’t be a ministering angel,’ she begged, ‘not more than 
usual, anyhow. That would be a mistake.’ 

‘But where is she?’ 

‘Telling Axmt Julia all about it on the telephone, I expect’ 

‘I hope she won’t do that,’ Susan said. 

Prudence laughed. ‘Oh, there’ll be a lot of excitement in 
the family because father suddenly decides to have a few 
days to himself!’ 

‘Yes, it’s absurd,’ Susan said, making a pretence of eating 
her toast and keeping her ear turned towards the door. 

‘I think,’ said Prudence, ‘it was a very wise thing to do. 
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We ought all to get out of our rut sometimes. It’s a comfort- 
able one and smooth as ruts go, but it makes such a violent 
impression when anyone moves out of it.’ 

‘Yes,’ Susan said. 

‘If we often did sudden things they wouldn’t seem so sudden.’ 

‘No, they wouldn’t,’ said Susan. 

‘And perhaps this will break the family holiday habit.* 

‘Yes, I think it may.’ 

Prudence was doing her best. She was trying to make this 
occurrence seem an ordinary one and so, in some house- 
holds, it might have been, but not in this one, and Susan, 
remembering her fears of the night before, wondered if 
they had been in the nature of premonitions. 

‘And didn’t I tell you,’ Prudence asked brightly, ‘that a 
cigar meant a high day or holiday? But,’ she added grimly, 
‘it isn’t going to be a high day for us,’ and knowing that their 
father must have foreseen the kind of trouble he was leaving 
behind him, they felt that his urgency must have been great 
and yet could be very easily explained. ‘We’ll have our 
turn when he comes back. We’ll be hearty young women 
and go off with packs on our backs.’ 

‘Yes, let’s,’ Susan said cheerfully. 

‘And we won’t leave an address.’ 

‘How could we?’ Susan replied. 

They rose from the table, a little uneasy at the silence in 
the house. This was the hour when their mother’s voice 
could be t^^ird from the kitchen. She had the excellent 
habit of looking into the larder every day, for she combined 
thrift with a certain lavishness, and when she had planned 
the day’s food with the cook, she had long talks by telephone 
with the tradespeople. But she was not making a sound and 
with their father vanished towards some unknown destina- 
tion and their mother mute, the girls had a feeling of being 
stranded, left high and dry when the essential life of the 
house had ebbed, a fleeting impression of being orphans. 
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And, apparently, their mother felt that she was widowed. 
She was sitting in the drawing-room, her hands folded, as 
though she were ready to receive condolences, but she was 
not merely patient or rebellious under the decree of 
Providence. Death was a happening for which no one 
could blame her; this was a much more complicated affair, 
involving her pride and her position. She was worse than a 
widow, she was a deserted wife, puzzled to find a reason 
for her husband’s astonishing behaviour. 

If there had been a fire in the grate, that help in moments 
of embarrassment, Susan would have poked it. She went, 
instead, to the french windows and pushed them back, 
while Prudence opened the piano and ran up and down a 
scale. 

‘Dust on the keys,’ she said, stopping to flick her fingers. 

‘Then ring for Harriet. I wonder how often I’ve told her 
about the piano. No,’ she ssdd, as Prudence went towards 
the bell, ‘go first and telephone to your Aunt Julia and tell 
her I shan’t be out this morning. She doesn’t seem able to 
buy a yard of tape without me to choose it for her, but she 
must manage to do her shopping alone to-day. And Susan, 
find out what Cook wants, and as you may want the tele- 
phone Julia will have to wait.’ 

‘It’s such a lovely morning,’ Prudence said, ‘isn’t it a pity 
not to go out?’ 

‘I don’t want to see your aunt.’ 

‘Can’t you go out without seeing her?’ 

‘Yes, but where could I go?’ May asked with annoyance. 

‘Round the hill, over the bridge. I’ll take you somewhere 
in the czir.’ 

‘I can’t \mderstand why your father ordered a cab.’ 

‘Because, as you said yourself,’ Prudence replied, ‘he’s 
always so much afraid of giving trouble.’ 

‘Oh, then, if it’s a trouble to take me out, I certainly 
shan’t come.’ 
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‘Now, Mother, that’s silly!’ 

‘Silly r May exclaimed, and Prudence turned from the 
sight of the tears in her eyes. She had never seen them there 
before, the young do not know what to do for the grief of 
their elders, and while Prudence believed that she had twice 
the wisdom of the mother who had twice her years, she 
recognized her own ignorance of the past, the relationship 
between her parents and the real character of both, and at 
the back of her mind, she was troubled. Bad things could 
happen on sunny mornings to nice people in charming 
houses; there was no absolute security, and laughing at an 
absurd fuss over nothing might be as wrong as dwelling on 
possible disaster. 

‘I’m hurt,’ May explained on a checked sob, ‘and Julia 
will be so kind and tell me how unhappy she would be if 
John treated her like this,’ 

‘And he never would,’ Prudence said, and May retorted 
sharply, ‘It’s not for you to criticize your father.’ 

‘Uncle John wouldn’t,’ Prudence said perseveringly^ 
‘because he couldn’t trust her to understand his feelings, a 
sort of bursting feeling, as though he must run away and 
forget his business for a time. I don’t suppose father would 
have gone at all if he hadn’t done it on the spur of the 
moment. Making arrangements would have spoilt the whole 
thing.’ 

‘Not making them has spoilt everything for me,’ said May. 
‘And he likes his business.’ 

‘Yes, but you always say yourself that you enjoy 
staying in an hotel because you haven’t to think about 
the meals.’ 

‘Your father never has to think about the meals. I’ve 
always seen to every detail of the house myself, and that’s 
more than Julia does. John has to have his finger in every 
pie. Oh!’ The bluish film of her concentration dulled the 
eyes which had been bright with tears and indignation. 
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^Oh! I see what you mean. Yes, but Fd never run off like 
that myself. And you’re quite right about Julia. The fact 
is she’s just as simple as she was when your uncle first saw 
her, in spite of all the grand books she says she reads, and 
she knows just as little about men. I really do sometimes 
wonder that John doesn’t get a little sick of her. You 
needn’t telephone. And where’s Susan? I’ll see Cook 
myself before I go out.’ 

Prudence was saddened by this little triumph of her tact. 
It showed her clearly, what indeed she knew already, that 
in distresses of her own she would find no true comfort 
where it would be natural to seek it, while her little ruse had 
been so cruelly easy, that she half-expected her mother to 
return, in one of her shrewd moments, full of resentment for 
having been treated like a child. But she did not come back. 
She ousted Susan from the kitchen and scolded Harriet 
about the piano keys: she spent some time at the telephone, 
discussing prices and quantities with the butcher and the 
fishmonger, deciding in each case to postpone her choice 
until her arrival at the shop. Then Fanny, the elderly 
parlourmaid who had served the family for years and was 
always where she was wanted, performed the daily task of 
opening the door for her mistress and shutting it behind 
her, and the earlier sense of having lost both parents 
changed for Prudence and Susan to one of temporary 
freedom. Prudence could practise now, without fear of 
interruption; Susan could read or sew. For a few hours 
they were safe from being sent on foolish messages or given 
tasks there was no need to do and when Harriet had dealt 
apologetically with the piano keys. Prudence sat down to 
play. Though she was no brilliant performer, she found a 
great satisfaction in the discipline imposed by precision. 
Everything that was sturdy and sane in her character 
appreciated the logical sequence in severe music and her 
young emotions found appeasement and, at the same time, 

136 



justification, when she tried to interpret those which had 
been perpetuated in lovely sound, 

Susan was less fortunate. She had no occupation in which 
she could both forget and enlarge herself. She could not be 
for ever rearranging her doll’s house and her actual world 
was composed of people who would not behave as she would 
have them, who talked when they should be silent, dis- 
appeared suddenly and rather mysteriously, in hired cabs 
and, in their loving, which was a proper tribute, created a 
feeling that some sort of return was obligatory, and this was 
an inconvenience. 

‘So,’ she said, entering the drawing-room with her hat on, 
‘I shall go and see Aunt Celia.’ 

‘So . . .?’ Prudence asked, and managed not to frown at 
this interruption. 

‘Because she’s soothing. Because we’re rather alike. 
Funny little Mr. Milligan said we were and I’ve been 
thinking about it and it’s true. She wants life to be smooth.’ 

‘Who doesn’t?’ 

‘Hardly anyone. They want other things more. Their 
own way.’ 

‘Well, what’s your way?’ 

Susan thought for a moment. ‘A nice, grassy lane,’ she 
said, ‘in high country, with great swooping views on each 
side, but with good strong walls to it, so that I needn’t 
keep wondering if there are bulls in the fields.’ 

‘It’s just possible that there might be a bull in the lane.’ 

‘There’d still be the walls to climb over.’ 

‘If you were quick enough.’ 

‘There’d be plenty of time. There wouldn’t be any 
comers in my lane. I should be able to see a long way 
ahead.’ 

‘But,’ said Prudence, ‘if that’s your idea of life, you ought 
not to climb the wall. If you expect to live without a 
straggle, you ought to allow the bull to gore you if he wants 
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to. But I don’t think even Aunt Celia would do that. And 
you have to think of the mess that someone else would 
find.’ 

‘Yes,’ Susan agreed, drawing on her gloves, ‘there’s that 
to be bought of. I suppose there’s always someone else.’ 
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CHAPTER XIX 

She forgot the heaviness of this responsibility as soon as she 
was outside the house. The quality of the sunshine, the 
sight of the flowering trees overhanging the pavements, 
assured her youth that, on this day of early summer, the 
world had been planned for her pleasure and her little 
worries had no real existence. Like everybody else of her 
years, she trusted the future to' give her what she wanted, 
and, as she could not picture herself with a face wrinkled 
or with the flesh sagging under her clothes, so she had no 
conception of the corresponding marks made on the mind, 
as ineradicable as the others though, like them with 
cosmetics, they might be partially overlaid by that high 
courage which grows harder to evoke with the increased 
need for it. She had it now, in reserve, but she had no use 
for it when the sun shone and she could sniff all the scents 
from the gardens as she went down the road. On either side 
of it there were houses, like her own home, of a certain 
spaciousness, an air of leisure and of belief that the outward 
graces of life must be permanent because they were good, 
and, a little farther on, the buildings and playing-fields of 
Radstowe School proclaimed the same faith. It was implicit 
in the trees neatly overhanging their own shadows in the 
Close, in a glimpse of a gowned figure passing from one 
classroom to another, in the leathershod horse, attached to a 
roller for the cricket pitch, and for a few minutes, Susan 
stood beside the railings and savoured the peace of the green 
fields, the smell of newly-cut grass, the sight of the old horse, 
relaxed, hanging his head, waiting indifferently, drowsily, 
for his next order. She had a sense of possession in the place, 
as strong as the one she felt for her own school, and more 
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romantic, for on these fields her father had played, he had 
moved among these buildings, and the thought of him, 
here, all the years ago before she had known him, with bony 
wrists probably protruding from his coat sleeves, was some- 
how touching and a little mysterious, for though the school 
was a modern foundation, it had adopted the traditions of 
an older one and each member of it was enriched and 
enlarged by a sense of continuity which could be found again 
in that part of Upper Radstowe towards which she went. 

She strolled on towards the aunt who, with less practical 
orderliness than her own, had the same desire for a slow 
and unruffled way through* life, but when she reached The 
Terrace and looked into the roadway below, she found 
evidence of someone who, though her taste might be for 
smoothness, was certainly for speed. This was Mrs. Carey’s 
low-built, yellow car, untenanted and looking, in its 
immobility, like a strong, swift animal which had been 
killed instantaneously by a master shot and was stiffening 
where it dropped. This indication that Mrs. Carey was with 
her aunt gave Susan pause. She doubted whether she would 
herself be welcome. When she was alone with Celia it was 
like being with a wiser contemporary, but she knew this 
pair of middle-aged women who were friends would force 
on her the embarrassing certainty of their combined know- 
ledge rather than of their wisdom, that knowledge of the 
experienced and the initiated which, though it may be 
tender and respectful towards the young, cannot altogether 
rid itself of a humorous pity for the novice who has to meet 
the treachery of the future and continue to live as though it 
had been faithful. Moreover, she had a quick social sense, 
surprising in her mother’s daughter, which warned her that 
a friendship could not always be picked up at the place where 
it had been left. Mrs. Carey, in Paris, had been a delightful 
companion, in a holiday mood admitting of little freedoms, 
but since then she had shown no desire for more of Susan’s 
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company and Susan had been disappointed and fearful of 
having failed in some small matter which was of great 
importance to the fastidious. How was she to adjust her 
behaviour to fit her grateful memory of the gay days with 
Pauline and her brother and yet show her realization that 
they had established no permanent claim on her hosts? 
Concerned with this little problem and her possible crude- 
nesses, she frowned slightly. Then, as she lived again and 
criticized herself through that adventure, the frown vanished, 
her mouth softened, for though it was good to satisfy a 
critical woman and perhaps she had not done it, there was 
another, more primitive pleasure in enlivening a far less 
critical man, even a maimed, middle-aged man who had to 
adjust his spectacles before he could read the menu in a 
restaurant. She had been happy with him, especially when 
Mrs. Carey was occupied with her dressmakers; she had been 
careful to be like a bright, intelligent niece, just as he had 
been like a kind uncle, but she had always been conscious 
of the fact that he was no uncle at all, and then she had been 
inspired to move more lightly, to hold her head higher, to 
vary the quality of her smiles. It was the natural reaction to 
a stranger of another sex and it had definitely involved a 
brightening of the sunshine, a sharpening of sounds, a 
keener appreciation of what she was expected to admire. 
Nice, funny little man, she thought, remembering how his 
spectacles would slip down his nose and he would look at 
her over them, with a rather childish hope of her laughter 
at his dry absurdities. She thought he was an unlikely 
brother for Mrs. Carey who was as quick and sharp as a 
rapier and could be as daunting, and, remembering that, 
she took her hand from the rail of the banisters and her foot 
from the first stair. Then, from far up, under the skylight, 
she heard the opening of a door and decided that she need 
not retreat if Mrs. Carey was about to do so. She expected 
to hear voices calling to each other in farewell, but the only 
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sound was the quick and rather heavy one of descending 
feet, and of more than two feet, for the sounds overlapped 
each other and, looking up, she saw that Celia was accom- 
panying Mrs. Carey. The stairs were wide, the two walked 
abreast without touching, there was an odd effect of finality 
in their silence and, as they approached the bottom of the 
stairs and Susan could see their faces, she knew they were 
absorbed by the same thought but thinking about it 
differently. They looked as though they had quarrelled 
with an intensity which made a union of their disagreement 
and, no more than happy lovers, would they willingly be 
parted. 

Susan stepped back into the well of the staircase to give 
them a clear passage, for now she saw these two women, 
Mrs. Carey in her distinguished, slightly exaggerated clothes, 
Celia in her old overall, as the front rank of a determined 
army which would surely sweep everything out of its way, but 
this was the impression of a moment. The sight of her 
arrested them. They both greeted her with vague kindness, 
with the air of recognizing an acquaintance, but forgetting 
exactly who she was. 

‘You’re sure you’ve got Hester’s address?’ Celia asked, 
and Pauline gave a nod of assent and leave-taking. Alone 
she passed through the hall and out on to The Terrace and 
Celia stood quite still, her hands loosely clasped in front of 
her, her head turned sideways, until the triumphant roar of 
Mrs. Carey’s yellow monster, restored to life, was lost in 
distance, and as though it had been a devouring animal 
going after its prey, these two, at the foot of the staircase, 
seemed to remain motionless under the awe of their own 
escape. 

‘About three hours, if she doesn’t have an accident,’ Celia 
said in a dull tone which caused Susan to cry, ‘Oh, Aunt 
Celia, what is it? Has something happened to Aunt Hester?’ 

‘Hester? Why Hester?’ But now she became properly 
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aware of Susan and of herself and, after a pause, she said 
quietly, ‘No, it’s Pauline’s brother. He’s very ill.’ 

‘And she’s so fond of him!’ Susan exclaimed. 

‘Yes, that’s rather the point,’ Celia said, with a touch of 
irony. 

‘Of course.’ Susan felt she had been foolish. ‘Is he in 
danger?’ 

‘I suppose pneumonia’s always dangerous.’ 

‘And specially,’ said Susan, ‘for old people. I mean, not 
young ones. How old do you think he can be?’ 

‘Ah, I wonder,’ Celia said. 

‘About fifty, I should think. He’s got that nutty look. 
Not a Brazil, with a hard shell, but a filbert with the green 
sheath still round it.’ 

She was pleased with this description. If suited the dry 
aspect and the fresh kindliness of Mr. Milligan, but when 
she met her aunt’s glance, though it was veiled and drowsy 
as usual, she thought she detected criticism in it, faintly 
scornful, almost inimical, and, accusing herself of fiivolity, 
hastening to be grave at this grave moment she said earnestly, 
‘I’m truly sorry for Mrs. Carey, but perhaps it will be all 
right. Things don’t always go wrong, do they?’ 

‘Things?’ Celia said. She turned and led the way upstairs. 
She' went slowly, her hand on the narrow mahogany rail of 
the banisters, and Susan, following meekly, at a much 
greater distance them that of the few feet between them, 
heard her saying impatiently, ‘What are called the Acts of 
God are, presumably, all they should be, and the others 
we are responsible for ourselves.’ 

‘But who,’ Susan inquired, ‘can be responsible for Mr. 
Milligan’s pneumonia?’ 

‘Well,’ said Celia, pausing by the open door of the flat, 
‘it’s just conceivable that I might be.’ 

‘But that’s fantastic! When do you ever see him?’ 

Celia laughed. ‘It’s a remote possibility, of course. But 
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we don’t know. Something we’ve said, something we’ve 
done, ages ago, may make some other person eventually get 
pneumonia. Something we haven’t done,’ she added. 

‘Then, if that’s true, you might as well say it’s my fault,’ 
Susan exclaimed. 

‘Might I?’ Celia said softly, smiling a little and feeling an 
immense scorn for this girl’s ignorance and presumption. 
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CHAPTER XX 

There was a slight tinkling sound within the flat and Miss 
Riggs appeared in the doorway, bearing glasses on a tray. 
‘Ah,’ she said, at the sight of Susan, ‘one goes and another 
comes,’ and the words had the double significance she 
managed to impart to so many of her simple utterances, 
T might have known I’d be too late for Mrs. Carey. She 
can’t settle, any more than a fly, and she needed her strength 
keeping up. It’s a funny thing,’ she went on, looking at the 
yellow mixture in the tumblers, ^the more you beat the eggs 
the better, and, doing my best. I’ve missed her altogether.’ 

‘Not funny,’ Celia said. ‘Well yes, funny, perhaps, but 
just what you ought to expect at your time of life. Don’t 
you know that’s what always happens to good intentions?’ 

‘Anyway, there’s no sense in standing on the landing,’ 
was all Miss Riggs said in reply. ‘I’ll take these to the sitting- 
room and it’ll do Miss Susan no harm to drink Mrs. Carey’s 
share.’ 

‘You can’t be sure of that,’ Celia said, ‘and you’ve been 
making very free with my eggs,’ but Miss Riggs marched off, 
deposited her burden and, meeting Celia and Susan in the 
passage on her return, went by with the air of a nurse who 
silently shows her disapproval of her naughty charges, and 
such was its power that Susan, picking up the glass and 
wrinkling her nose at it, said with meek annoyance, ‘Need J 
jxally drink this stuff?’ 

Celia did not answer. She stood, looking at the room 
consideringly, like a person who plans some change in the 
disposition of the furniture, and Susan, sipping her egg and 
milk with distaste, held herself in readiness to help when her 
aunt made a movement, but Celia did not move and Susan 
said wisely, ‘I believe you’re worrying. You mustn’t. She’U 
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be all right, but do you thiuk one of us ought to have gone 
with her? But I didn’t know, you see, and anyhow I wouldn’t 
have dared to suggest it, and you couldn’t have gone very 
well, could you?’ 

*Not very well,’ Celia agreed. 

Her only conscious emotion was one of dull surprise at her 
lack of any other feeling, yet she did take a certain pleasure 
in answering Susan’s question, answering it with truth and 
in an altogether different sense from the one Susan accepted 
and it was a relief to discover, in her emptiness, a capacity 
for irritation at the child’s assumption that she would have 
made as fit a companion as Celia herself for Pauline Carey. 
Pauline had not come in search of company, though she had 
half-expected it. At the cost of an hour’s precious time, she 
had given Celia her chance to soothe the sick or share the 
last moments of the dying and Celia had not taken it, for 
she perceived the irony in rushing to Richard now, when the 
misery of the body must have complete charge of a mind 
which, for all she knew, had long ago learnt to manage 
comfortably without her. 

‘I’ll come if he asks for me,’ she had said, sure that if he 
was capable of remembering her at all, he would also 
remember, as he had done all through the years, not to 
embarrass her with difficult demands. And now the old 
question returned to her. Was her love for him more than 
the fairy tale in which she — foolish old woman — was the 
captive princess? For surely, if it were more, she ought to 
have ignored discretion, she ought to have longed to perform 
the services she had willingly delegated to Hester. 

‘There will be nurses, of course,’ she said aloud, ‘but 
Hester can make herself useful, buying hot-water bottles 
and that sort of thing.’ 

‘And there will be plenty of that sort of thing,’ Susan said. 
*I wish you’d drink this. Aunt Celia. You’ll only get into 
trouble if you don’t. I shotdd think the first thing they’ll 
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want to do will be to get rid of the frowsty curtains and 
carpet. It looked to me as though they had years of dust 
in them.’ 

‘To you?’ 

‘We went to his rooms, you know, while he packed his 
bag when he decided to go to Paris with us.’ 

‘No, I didn’t know,’ Celia said. 

‘Yes. Everything a dark, sage green and a blear-eyed 
sort of ex-butler man to look after him. The chairs were 
comfortable — men like comfort, don’t they? — - but they felt 
very gritty.’ 

Celia looked down at the hands she was careful not to 
squeeze together. She was enraged beyond all her 
experience and, for a moment, she was too much pre- 
occupied with this new sensation to find its cause in the fact 
that Susan could instruct her in details of Richard’s life. 
But she had never taken her chances, she thought wildly, and 
now perhaps they had gone for ever. It might have been 
she who had seen the blear-eyed butler and sat — how 
uncritically — on the gritty chairs, she who had walked with 
Richard in the Paris streets, under the spring sunlight, the 
spring night, and Susan, to whom she had given the oppor- 
tunity, was the visible reminder of other people who must 
have accepted what she had resigned, the visible reminder 
for him, too, perhaps, of other women who had pleased 
him and thus, by some irrational transmutation, she 
actually became for Celia, at this moment, a hateful, bodily 
instance of his faithlessness. For what did she know of his 
real mind? She would not have beheved she could ever 
feel enmity towards this girl who was saying coolly, ‘I’m 
surprised Mrs. Carey lets him go on living there.’ 

‘Lets him? Do you think he can’t manage his own 
affairs?’ 

‘Yes, the ones that matter, if there are any and I shouldn’t 
think there are. I’m sure he’d never struggle for the others. 
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Like you. Aunt Celia! Like me! He said I was like you, 
you know, and we are both like him! I expect that’s what 
made him so easy to get on with. Makes him,’ she added, 
apologetically and superstitiously changing the tense, but 
the past tense pleased Celia better. She would much rather 
have him dead and safely her own, as Miss Riggs had her 
Fred, than know that he and she were members of a trio 
in which Susan was the third, Susan who dared to speak 
with such authority about Richard and the unimportance of 
his affairs — while his really important affair sat here with 
all her usual appearance of laxness though every muscle was 
painfully tightened. But she lifted her head at the sound of 
the opening door, and then, seeing Miss Riggs, gave her a 
rare, full glance and a lovely smile of welcome, for here, in a 
white apron, was sanity, sweet reasonableness, the kind and 
homely virtues, able to dispel the miasma in the room, and 
it was high time they came. 

But, for once, Miss Riggs’s perceptions were at fault. She 
misunderstood her welcome. She looked severe and said, 
‘No, you won’t get over me with smiling that way. You’ve 
not drunk a drop.’ 

‘I tried to make her,’ Susan said quickly. 

‘But I’ll stand over her till she does.’ 

‘And that’s what you like doing, isn’t it? That’s why you’re 
going to be married. You pretend you want to look after 
the poor man and you are really going to indulge your 
favourite vice. It’s just an opportunity for bullying -- as a 
good many marriages are. But you shan’t have any 
encouragement from me. I’m going to be good!’ She 
drained the glass and put it down. ‘It’s much more com- 
fortable, it’s much less trouble. Much less trouble,’ she 
repeated, ‘much more comfortable but, unfortunately, you 
have to be wicked before you can find that out.’ 

‘Then how do you know about it?’ Susan inquired. 

Miss Riggs picked up the tray. ‘H’m,’ she said, for she 
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was always inclined to disparage the moral discoveries of 
other people, ‘Must have read it in a book somewhere. 
And it’s a funny thing, the way folks will tell the young ones 
they were wicked themselves — once. When they say that 
you can make pretty sure they never dared.’ 

‘She’s quite right,’ Celia said, when the door was shut. 
‘She nearly always is — within her limits. I suppose there’s 
a difference between feeling evilly and doing wicked things. 
One needs less courage than the other! But then, what is 
real wickedness?’ 

‘You see,’ Susan said triumphantly, ‘you don’t know!’ 

‘Who does?’ Celia answered, but it occurred to her as she 
looked at Susan and looked, now, without animosity, with 
affection and with pleasure in her prettiness, that one of the 
real sins might be the withholding of knowledge. It was 
easy for older people to tell the young the results of their 
experiences and it was gratifying to seem wise, but did they 
ever tell more than could be found somewhere in a book? 
The generous gift and the hard one would be to relate the 
experiences themselves, leaving out none of the mean and 
sordid details one might be anxious to forget. This was the 
knowledge which might be of use to someone else, but there 
were more difficulties than the breaking down of personal 
reserve. Technically, in the matter of her love, Celia had not 
sinned, but if she had translated into action what she had 
imagined with enough intensity to make it more real than 
reality, and if, for the instruction of another, she had told 
the story of the shifts and deceptions inherent in the situation, 
she would still not be telling all the truth. She would be 
emphasizing what was ugly to the exclusion of the beauty 
when the two were hopelessly intermixed and one could not 
have existed without the other. In fairness, she would have 
to remind her hearer that sea and sky owed to impurities 
those colours of which poets sang, which painters tried to 
reproduce, which made countless human beings happy. 
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And, if she spoke of her renunciation, she would have to 
own that while it was the only conclusion possible to her, 
she had been moved less by a distinction between right and 
wrong, than by her own weakness and by a loyalty which had 
been false for she had repudiated it, in another manner, 
ever since. She was as guilty in her innocence as she might 
have been innocent in her guilt. And there could not be a 
purely personal story. Would her own, barren of incident but 
full of implication, be honest dealing towards Gerald and 
the children? Fortunately, she had no present impulse to 
tell it, but she said, aloud, ‘It can’t be done — ever. There’s 
always someone else.’ 

She heard Susan draw a breath. ‘How lovely of you to 
say that!’ she exclaimed. ‘It’s why I came to see you.’ 

It took Celia a few seconds to realize that Susan might be 
occupied by her own affairs and that they might be of impor- 
tance to Jimmy; then, raising herself from the corner of the 
sofa in which she had been sunk, she crossed the room to the 
little rocking chair and sat in that. Very gently, she set it 
going and its small, steady movement, irritating though it 
might be to the observer, restored her own sense of rhythm, 
until she could say to Susan, encouragingly, ‘Someone 
else?’ 

‘Oh, no one in particular,’ Susan said quickly, and she 
fixed on Celia the unnaturally candid gaze of the person 
who wishes to conceal a thought. ‘I was just in the mood 
when I thought I’d like to see you. I often am,’ she said 
simply, and she added thankfully, ‘You are so peaceful. 
I don’t believe you’d get excited if there was an earthquake.’ 

‘No. But then I shouldn’t mind very much. I should 
accept the Act of God! Especially if I knew Catherine was 
safe — and Jimmy. I should certainly prefer that,’ she said 
dryly. 

‘Well anyhow, you wouldn’t make it worse for everybody 
else.’ 
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This seemed to be the moment for a direct question and 
Celia asked it. ‘What’s the matter?’ 

Susan hesitated for a second. ‘What do you think about 
father?’ 

T’m very fond of him.’ 

‘Oh, that’s nothing. I don’t see how you could help that^ 
I mean, do you think he’s been looking well lately?’ 

‘Rather tired.’ 

‘That’s what I think and he must be, because he’s gone 
away, all of a sudden, for a holiday. That’s very sensible^ 
but . . .’ she hesitated; she seemed to make careful choice 
of her qualification, ‘he says he may sleep under a hay- 
stack! Suppose,’ here was a useful cause for the anxiety she 
knew she had not altogether concealed, ‘suppose he gets 
pneumonia too?’ 

‘But why a haystack? Very tickly.’ 

‘Because he doesn’t know where he’s going.’ 

‘What fun for him,’ Celia said, and then she lifted a hand,, 
calling attention to the sound of voices in the passage. 



CHAPTER XXI 


‘Every room,’ Susan said quickly, pulling nervously at the 
gloves she held and sitting forward in her chair, ‘ought to 
have at least two doors.’ 

‘Things are certainly easier on the stage,’ Celia admitted. 

' This criticism of May, though it was tacit, was the first she 
had ever heard Susan make, and it must have sounded strange 
in Susan’s own ears, for she added, ‘Aunt Julia is such a bore. 
I do hate being understood, don’t you?’ 

There was no need to rise hospitably, yet. May would 
have plenty to say to Miss Riggs who could be trusted to 
draw the fire as long as possible and Celia went on rocking. 

‘I was a Victorian child,’ she said. ‘It was late Victorian, 
but even so I ought to have been misunderstood and to be 
suffering now from my repressions. It’s the fashion to talk 
as though we all crept about in terror of our lives but, 
actually, how splendidly free we were! Our movements 
were restricted, unbearably, you would think, but we were 
allowed to keep our minds to ourselves, and our troubles. 
My mind to me a kingdom was.’ 

‘And still is?’ 

‘Well, it’s not a very rich one but, in a poor way, I think 
it’s self-supporting. Yes, we were lucky.’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ Susan said. ‘I don’t suppose you had 
a really satisfactory aunt,’ and with a little mocking grimace 
she mitigated this bare-faced flattery. 

‘No, but your father had one and she was a kind of aunt 
to me — and to Hester. Doesn’t he talk about her?’ 

‘He (doesn’t talk much about anything,’ Susan murmured, 
and she flushed a little for her mother’s voice could be 
plainly heard. 

‘We’ll find our own way,’ May was saying to Miss Riggs, 
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but Miss Riggs had her own view of what was proper 
and she announced the visitors with dignity. 

‘Ridiculous!’ May said. What she expected from her own 
parlourmaid was almost an insult from the woman who 
worked twice a week in her sister’s little flat. ‘Your char- 
woman,’ she said, ‘gives herself too many airs.’ 

‘My Miss Riggs,’ Celia replied with emphasis, ‘doesn’t 
give herself very much. She spends what she has on other 
people, but her manners she has from God and I don’t 
tbink he would like her to reject them.’ 

Any answer May might have made was arrested at the 
sight of Susan. How long had she been there? Had she 
nothing useful to do at home, where, to-day of all days, she 
might have stayed? Did she not realize that her aunt might 
be busy in the morning? And why had not Susan told her 
where she was going? ‘Nobody tells me anything,’ she said. 

‘Do sit down and rest, dear,’ Julia begged, hghtly laying 
a hand on May’s arm. 

Quite clearly, Julia was in command of the situation. 
Though she looked like a toy shepherdess accustomed to the 
docility of sheep, she was able, in an emergency, to manage 
a larger animal, and with patience, coaxing and occasional 
feints with a stick she could drive this bewildered steer into 
the best shelter the circumstances allowed. May meekly 
sat down and Julia, standing behind her, looking from Celia 
to Susan and nodding significantly, said gaily, ‘We’ve been 
buying a hatl’ 

‘Couldn’t you have had one apiece?’ Celia asked. 

The nodding of Julia’s head changed to a shaking. She 
pursed her lips and frowned wamingly and now she was like 
a nurse appealing for tactful help with her patient. ‘We 
thought it would be so nice to be wearing it when Stephen 
comes back.’ 

‘You’ll need a lot of practice,’ Celia said. ‘It won’t be 
easy to tip it from May’s head to yours quickly enough to 
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give the impression that you’re both wearing it. And I don’t 
see how you’re going to do it as neither of you was appren- 
ticed to a juggler from the nursery.’ 

‘How absurd you are!’ Julia purred happily. ‘Of course 
it’s May’s hat. May’s hat,’ she repeated in accents such as 
those with which she had unnecessarily reassured her babies 
in their cradles. 

‘Of course it’s mine,’ May said with some impatience. 
‘But I don’t need it and I don’t know when I’m going to 
wear it.’ 

‘Soon, we hope,’ Julia said, ‘and, in the meantime, we 
must just live from day to day.’ 

‘Don’t be silly,’ May retorted with sturdy common sense, 
‘You know we couldn’t do anything else if we tried.’ 

‘I mean we must live bravely.’ 

Susan laughed. The sound came in a little burst of merri- 
ment but it trailed to a weak ending and a catch of the 
breath, as though she had been enjoying a joke until she 
realized that it was directed against herself. These, it seemed 
to say, are divertingly ridiculous women, but how I wish 
they belonged to someone else’s family! It was the sort 
of sound which first impels a silence and then gives import- 
ance to it and no one spoke until Celia asked, ‘Where did 
you get the hat?’ 

‘Not in Paris!’ May said with emphasis on each word. 
‘I think nothing of the one Susan got there for herself and I 
can’t believe you’ll look anything but silly in the one she 
brought for you. We’ve just seen Mrs. Carey with an out- 
rageous little affair on her head and going through the 
streets as if she was a royal procession and no one else had a 
right to the road.’ 

Julia gave a vague murmur of universal love and condone- 
ment and Celia stopped rocking. Out of the corner of her 
eye she had seen Susan make a movement, but it was not 
followed by the quick words of protest and explanation 
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she had expected. The girl had perceptions, Celia told 
herself. She knew there was a higher loyalty than eager 
justifications; there was the reserve the accused person would 
value more, and between the aunt and the niece there 
passed a slow look and the suggestion of a smile. 

Susan contented herself with saying, ‘She drives very 
fast, but quite safely. Good-bye, Aunt Celia.’ 

‘You’re not going!’ May exclaimed. ‘I don’t understand 
it. I simply don’t understand it. I never know where you 
are and as soon as I find you, you move off. Nobody would 
think we lived in the same house, and though I don’t ask 
for much, I did think your first thought would be for me 
to-day.’ 

‘But it will soon be lunch time and Priscilla will be back 
from school and somebody ought to be there.’ 

‘That’s what I say,’ said May. ‘And what’, she inquired, 
with the control of a person prepared to hear of any enormity, 
‘is Prudence doing all this time?’ 

‘She was practising when I came out.’ 

‘And that was a really sensible thing to do,’ Julia said 
warmly. ‘No, dear May, you must let me speak. Much 
more sensible than some of us would have expected, but 
people always rise to the occasion. Prudence will be able 
to turn her gift for music to a good purpose. I’m sure she 
saw that at once and wasted no time in setting to work. 
She’s going to show us what she’s made of. She’s going to 
be the real head of the family.’ 

‘She’s going to be nothing of the sort,’ May said acidly. 

‘Under you, dear, of course. Run along, Susan, and try 
to keep Priscilla happy. I’m going to take your mother back 
to lunch with me, she’ll like being with the children, and 
then she can have a good rest before I bring her home to 
you.’ 

‘We’re going to a tennis party. Prudence and I, this after- 
noon.’ 
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‘Well, why not? I think it would be a mistake to give it up.* 

‘It would be extremely rude,’ said Susan. ‘You are very 
mysterious, Aunt Julia. What’s the matter with you?’ she 
asked, and Celia would have felt no surprise if she had taken 
her aunt by the shoulders and shaken her. It was what Celia 
would have liked to do herself, for there was a sort of glee 
in Julia’s tender, practical solicitude and May must at last 
have become aware of it, for she said sharply, ‘There’s 
nothing the matter with her, except nonsense.’ She stood up, 
flushed and handsome, the bovine eyes enlivened by her 
annoyance. ‘The fact is, she knows nothing about men, 
nothing. She’d be scared to death if John went off for a 
little holiday by himself. She’d imagine all the things she’s 
trying to make us believe. And poor John,’ she went on 
weightily, while Celia, ignoratit of Prudence’s suggestions, 
listened in wonder and amusement, ‘poor John daren’t do it, 
although I expect he wants to. He couldn’t trust her to 
understand that he might want to get away from everything 
and everybody, yes, everybody, for a little while. I’m not 
going back with you, Julia. I’m going home with Susan. 
And I don’t want to see your children. Nor,’ she added, with 
the acuteness which occasionally forced its way up, like a 
bubble in some viscous substance, through the clotted surface 
of her mind, ‘do I wish to see how perfectly you manage 
them. I’ve seen that before, often, and I think you’d better 
give it up. You’ll just put nasty ideas into their heads. 
You’ve been trying to put them into mine.’ She passed her 
hand across her forehead and the bewildered dignity of the 
gesture was an admission of Julia’s temporary success. ‘Of 
course, I know why you made me buy that hat. Nothing else 
would have kept me so quiet, while you went off, pretending 
to buy stockings.’ 

‘I did buy them! I don’t tell lies!’ Julia sobbed. There 
were tears on her long lashes and slowly they dripped on to 
her cheeks. Her nostrils quivered, her mouth drooped and 
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the weeping which would have disfigured most women, 
simply increased her already absurdly youthful look. Why, 
Celia asked herself, should John trouble to keep his temper 
when it had results like these? It gave him the power to 
change the mother of his family into a girl of eighteen 
and folly combined with beauty seemed capable of per- 
petuating a romance. 

‘But you didnh want the stockings and you can send them 
back to-morrow,’ May said. 

‘No, I shouldn’t consider that honest,’ Julia said nobly. 

‘Why not? It’s your own shop.’ 

Julia’s eyelids fluttered; she bit her lips with the exaggera- 
tion of a poor actress who means the audience to understand 
how she is feeling. ‘I meant not honest towards you.’ 

‘Oh, rubbish!* May said. 

They were her last words. She made no comment to 
Celia, in the passage, or so much as expressed an opinion 
with a look, as though she had been warned, by the instinct 
which guided her in matters of the eye, not to lower her high 
sense of injury by an appeal for sympathy. 

And now, from the head of the stairs, Celia watched two 
women going down as, an hour ago and from the bottom, 
Susan had watched another pair, and again there was 
silence during the descent and, in the observer, a conscious- 
ness of two minds absorbed, from different aspects, in the 
same affair. And there were, there must be, as many aspects 
as there were minds. Celia, cautiously taking a middle view, 
ready to remember or to discount the signs of unrest she 
had seen in Stephen, to nod her head wisely at her own fore- 
sight or to laugh at everybody else, found herself actually 
more concerned with May and what depth of affection might 
lie under the habit of ignoring all Stephen’s needs except 
the material ones, and what reserves she had of the good 
sense she could sometimes show. Still standing on the 
landing, she was making these interesting reflections and 
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forgetting about Julia, when she was interrupted by Miss 
Riggs. 

‘If Mrs. John is staying to dinner, there’s only the mutton 
hash,’ she said. 

‘And what will there be if she isn’t?’ Celia asked flippantly. 
‘Ducklings?’ 

Julia had dried all her tears. ‘Wasn’t she horrid about 
the shop?’ she said. ‘You know I never go into it. When I 
see someone I know at a counter, I feel as if I ought to thank 
her! I have everything sent up and all my fittings in imy 
own bedroom, so you can imagine whether I was pleasing 
myself when I took May in, this morning, but I had to 
see John, I had to tell him. He’s been worried for a long time 
about Stephen and now this has happened!’ 

‘What?’ Celia asked. 

‘Oh, if we only knew!’ Julia cried. ‘If it’s money troubles, 
he may have thrown himself out of the train and if it isn’t, 
we may wish he had! And who but May would be to blame? 
He may be lying dead at this moment.’ 

‘I hope it isn’t money troubles.’ 

‘One can care too much about money, dear. It would be 
the making of those girls to earn their own livings.’ 

‘I think they are very nice as they are. No, I can’t see any 
positive advantage in having them harassed and badly 
dressed. I don’t think Providence is going to afflict a lot of 
trustful old ladies in order to discipline Prudence and 
Susan.’ 

Julia was aware of failure in complete benevolence. 
‘But,’ she said, ‘we know that all things work together for 
good.’ 

‘Then why worry?’ 

‘I thought May ought to be prepared for — for what might 
seem evil to us. To our finite minds,’ she added, and she 
smiled as though for her, at least, a crack of light showed 
in a dark sky. 
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‘Then you’ve done yoxor duty. But you won’t try to 
prepare anyone else, will you? You see, Stephen may be 
sitting in a first class carriage, smoking a cigar, or sleeping 
the sleep of innocence.’ 

‘May be, yes, but tell me what you would think if Gerald 
suddeixly went off like that.’ 

‘I should be green with envy. It’s what I have so often 
longed to do myself. However, I should make the very best 
of having sole possession of my bed. Because’, she added, 
for there was a change in the expression of Julia’s eyes and 
she thought their pupils were like two gossips who had 
simultaneously leapt to their windows at the hint of a 
scandal in the street, ‘because it’s rather a small one.’ 

‘Then why don’t you get another? Or get two? Not that I 
really approve of two. They are often the first little rift in 
married life. And Stephen and May . . .’ 

‘It would be a very small rift in my case. There wouldn’t 
be an inch between the beds.’ 

‘Ah, but I mean it’s a sort of symbol and I think symbols 
are so important. I always try to remember that with the 
children.’ She caught her lip again and this time it was an 
entirely natural gesture. ‘Wasn’t she dreadful,’ she whispered, 
‘about the children? How can I put nasty thoughts into their 
heads when I haven’t any of my own?’ 

Celia patted her arm. ‘You needn’t worry. I don’t suppose 
you put any ideas into them at all, good or bad. I believe 
there’s a special apparatus for keeping them out. Undesir- 
able ahens. The children have their own business to attend 
to and that dull, stubborn look they put on, that glaziag of 
the eyes, isn’t stupidity. In fact,’ Celia went on with some 
enjoyment, ‘I’ve often noticed that very stupid people often 
have very lively eyes. No, it’s just their way of shutting the 
gates, raising the drawbridge.’ 

‘But,’ said Jxdia, ‘I’ve never seen such a look on my chil- 
dren’s faces. They are so eager and receptive.’ 
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‘Fm sure they are very clever,’ Celia said. 

“Yes,’ said Julia modestly, ‘but is it altogether an advantage? 
Does it make for happiness?’ 

‘You know that better than I do,’ Celia said. 

‘Oh, you mustn’t say that,’ Julia responded, with a little 
laugh. ‘But just look at the clock! Here I am, starting on my 
favourite subject, and by this time poor John may know the 
worst. He ought to be able to find me if he needs me. He 
said he would go to Stephen’s office and see if everything was 
in order there, and we must hope for the best.’ 

‘Yes, we’re all doing that,’ said Celia, ‘but do we know 
what it is?’ 
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CHAPTER XXII 

‘What’s that thing that the king has, every so often?* Miss 
Riggs inquired. 

She was peeling potatoes at the sink and she did it with the 
economy she would have used if the potatoes had been her 
own, the skins falling away in thin brown streamers, 

‘A rest?’ Celia suggested, and she leaned against the kitchen 
table. 

‘No, no, poor chap, he never gets that, but anyway, it’s 
what you’ve been having this morning and I hope Mrs. 
John’s the last of them.’ 

‘Oh, a levee,’ 

‘That’s it,’ said Miss Riggs, ‘and soon we’ll have Miss 
Catherine whooping all over the place.’ 

‘I shan’t mind that. I shall like it.’ 

She knew she was not meant to take the word too literally. 
She understood it as a description of Catherine’s enthusiasm 
and cheerful energy, the noise of her school satchel dropped 
to the floor, her careless way of throwing her hat on to the 
nearest chair, her healthy interest in her food and her hurry 
to be done with it and back again in the place where her real 
life was lived. She might sometimes be exhausting, but so was 
a long walk on a windy day, and a walk in a high wind was 
what Celia wanted; her visitors had left her with the feeling 
that she needed something definite to push against. 

Through the high window she could see the sky, a clear 
blue without a moving cloud to betray a breeze, but it was 
unnecessary to look for one. Up there, under the roof, she 
could always hear whatever wind there was. The row of tall 
houses forming the terrace was like a sister ridge to the op- 
posite heights of Easterly and what stirred the rough grasses 
there made a whispering here, among the chimney-pots. 

L i6i 



In a westerly gale, when the tower of Easterly church might 
have been the broken mast of a ship almost submerged in a 
rising wave, the tops of the houses swayed a little, the wind 
roared along the crest and battered viciously at the skylight 
above the staircase. But now there was no creaking of doors 
or window panes; the curtains hardly stirred and the sunny 
stillness which had meant reassurance for Susan was utter 
callousness for Celia, a reminder of the vast indifference of 
the universe to her small affairs. 

'She’ll be getting near London now, poor thing,’ said Miss 
Riggs to whom Pauline had told her trouble as soon as the 
door of the flat was opened. 'But she seemed, didn’t she, more 
vexed than worried? That’ s the way her kind takes grief. She’s 
too thin. There’s nothing on her that trouble can bounce 
off of. But things always even up,’ she went on serenely, 'and 
the more Mrs. Carey’s vexed, the more she’ll make a fight 
of it. And I fancy she likes a fight. ^ Now, you and me, we’d 
do all we could, but in our minds we’d give up and perhaps 
we’d think more of ourselves for taking whatever comes and 
making out it must be best — and so it may be — but it’s the 
easy way of doing, none the less. But Mrs. Carey likes a 
fight,’ Miss Riggs said again, and Celia wondered whether in 
this pugnacity, some explanation could be found of Pauline’s 
unlikely dealings with her son. Far too proud to have been 
moved by the fear of pity, too generous to grudge time and 
attention, she might have been unbearably tortured by her 
helplessness in the face of her child’s sweet vacuity. 

'So we won’t worry,’ said Miss Riggs, uniting herself, quite 
inoffensively, with the interested persons. 

'Ah, we shan’t have any difficulty,’ Celia said cynically. 
Already, in her mind, as Miss Riggs said, she had given 
up and, after all, how much was she resigning? For him 
perhaps, she had long been what he might soon be for 
her, a memory, not the chief reason for existence. And 
if so, he was right. No man could feel otherwise, in his 
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circumstances, without conscientious effort or overmuch 
femininity in his nature. He owed her nothing except a 
decent tenderness towards the past and some gratitude for 
instruction in the art of knitting. Her own debt was greater. 
She felt she could never give enough for the days in Pauline’s 
garden, for having been loved, if it was only for a time, in just 
that fashion, with such exquisite thrift in the expression 
of a boundless generosity. 

Death, she thought, defying it, could not take all this from 
her, but, at that moment, a steamer hooted in the river and 
the first low, mournful sound rose and swelled into a sus- 
tained note like the call of an unearthly trumpet, and with 
a hand at her throat, she stared at Miss Riggs with wide, 
questioning eyes. 

Miss Riggs, after a moment’s pause in which she met and 
calmly estimated the meaning of that look, did not fail to 
give the proper answer. ^No,’ she said firmly. 'Certainly 
not.’ Nevertheless, she looked at the bland face of the 
kitchen clock. 'We heard that yesterday and we’ll hear it 
to-morrow.’ 

Celia smiled feebly. 'Yes, but it was rather startling — 
just then,’ she said, and she was glad to have learnt that her 
love was not etherealized beyond human fears. 

Y et, as she set about preparing the table for the midday meal 
and dragged at the ill-fitting drawers in Gerald’s massive 
sideboard and heard the silver rattling within, she wondered 
whether death could be the real clue to life, for what was 
her own life but the doing of things so insignificant that when, 
as this morning, she left them undone to entertain her relatives 
no one was a whit the poorer? And perhaps the Heaven of 
her grandparents, a glittering splendour combined with the 
peaceful cosiness they wanted, was actually a state in which 
everything was understood. 

‘And in the meantime,’ she said, as she pulled and pushed 
the drawers, 'we must just go blundering on.’ 
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She heard Catherine’s heavy step on the last flight of stairs 
and, prepared for the breezy entrance of a young person with- 
out afterthoughts, suspicions or doubts she was surprised to 
discover anger, not light-heartedness, in the flinging aside of 
Catherine’s hat and to see disdain, not a welcome for the 
mutton hash, in the exaggerated tilt of her nose. 

‘I came back,’ she said in severe tones, ‘with Mary Sanders.’ 

‘That wasn’t my fault, darling,’ Celia protested mildly. 
‘There! I’ve forgotten the tablespoons aind I don’t feel fit 
for another wrestling match. Your ways lie together, don’t 
they?’ 

‘Yes and I wish they didn’t.’ She opened the sideboard 
drawer with comparative ease and produced the spoons. 
‘She lives at the end of the Terrace, in a whole house, not a 
flat, and they have heaps of servants and things like that.’ 

‘What a dreadful worry for her mother. She ought not to 
have married a man who deals in foodstuffs even when they 
are wholesale. It’s fatal to domestic peace. There’s too much 
of everything and it simply gets in the way.’ 

‘But they keep it in the house,’ Catherine said. ‘It doesn’t 
sit just outside their door and eat things, crumby things, out 
of a paper bag. I’m not a snob!’ she cried in defiance of her 
fear, ‘but I did feel awful when I saw my grandmother doing 
that. So I pretended she wasn’t there and, luckily, Mary was 
showing me her home work and her head was down.’ 

‘And do you think your grandmother saw you?’ 

‘Of course she did.’ 

‘Shzill I go and ask her to come up?’ 

‘Certainly not! That would be petting her and she ought 
to be punished.’ 

‘Yes, perhaps, but who’s to do it?’ 

‘You are so indefinite!’ Catherine complained. ‘If only 
you would say it was awful, too, I shouldn’t mind so much. 
And now, every day, I shall have to dodge going home with 
Mary, and I like her.’ 
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‘We shall have to ask the town council to move the seat. 
I’m afraid they haven’t powers to remove your grandmother 
as well.’ 

Catherine rewarded her with a clumsy hug. ‘That’s 
better! Couldn’t we have a really good talk about her and 
make the very worst of her instead of trying to be kind? I 
shouldn’t have been nearly so much ashamed of a tramp. 
There might be something rather grand about a tramp. 
I don’t think I should mind so much if she was terribly noisy 
and vulgar. What I hate — oh well,’ she said, at a loss, ‘what 
I hate is just everything she is. And she’s the biggest shadow 
on my life.’ 

‘But it will pass away, like the rest of them! And,’ Celia 
said, serving the hash from a dish attractively decorated by 
Miss Riggs with gamishings of chopped carrot and cabbage, 
‘I don’t know that Mary Sanders could produce anything 
much better in the way of grandmothers. Ask yomr uncle 
John. He knows everything about everybody, and no wonder. 
He remembers our grandfather very well and his memory 
went a long way back. He was always ready to draw on it, 
too, and so was omr own father on his. All the men of the 
family have been gossips and it’s not surprising in people 
who can see so many women in the street and tell you every- 
thing they’re wearing. John will know aU about Mary 
Sanders’s forebears, if they are Radstowe bom.’ 

‘But I never see him.’ 

‘There’s the permanent invitation for us all to go to tea on 
Simdays.’ 

‘Yes, with Aunt Julia almost telling us how we ought to eat 
and drink and tiydng to make us feel at home in a place so 
much grander than ours, though it isn’t half so pretty, and 
sort of hintin g that we may not be used to such good food. 
Well, we’re not, but the last time I went, I only had bread 
and butter just to show her, and there really were some 
gorgeous cakes.’ 
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‘That was noble of you, but quite useless. She would just 
twist it into some reason to please herself, and most likely it 
was biliousness on your part, owing to your mother’s in- 
judicious meals. That’s what she told your Aunt May when 
they went shopping the next morning. So, next time, eat 
anything you like, and then she’ll say it’s quite evident that 
you’re underfed. There’s no more satisfaction in trying to 
outwit Julia than there is in smacking a cat. She goes back 
into the same shape.’ 

‘And altogether,’ Catherine said, ‘I don’t think much of 
our relations. Aunt Hester’s the only really nice one and we 
never see her. Why don’t we? Why doesn’t she come here 
for her holidays?’ 

‘She has her holidays in bits and pieces, that is to say when 
she’s out of work. And then, we haven’t room for her here.’ 

‘Plenty of rooms at Aunt Julia’s.’ 

‘Plenty of rooms, but no room.’ 

‘There’s Aunt May’s.’ 

‘Yes, there’s Aunt May’s,’ Celia agreed, and she lowered 
her eyelids, an action equivalent to a raising of the eyebrows 
in other people, and Catherine gave a chuckle of pleasure in 
in a parent who did not indulge in hypocritical prsuse of 
elders whose age was their only claim to respect, but Celia 
suddenly remembered how May had passed her hand across 
her forehead and gone down the stairs in silence. 

‘Poor May,’ she said almost tenderly. 

‘What’s the matter with her?’ 

‘Nothing, I hope, except what you know already. And 
perhaps,’ she added, ‘it isn’t really as much as that.’ 

‘But far too much if it keeps my only good aunt away.’ 

Now Miss Riggs brought in the rice pudding, a humble 
dish, but it had been slowly cooked in good country milk and 
the brown skin glowed, each grain was swollen to a pearly 
fatness. 

‘And,’ said Miss Riggs, ‘I wouldn’t have been sorry for 
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Mrs. John to see it. It’s not everybody can make a rice 
pudding like that.’ 

‘No one but you, of course,’ said Celia. 

‘Aunt Julia? Has she been here? Then that was nearly 
as bad as having Grandmamma on the seat. I believe,’ she 
said thoughtfully, ‘it was gingerbread she was eating. Stale. 
Been kept in the tin for a long time. The paper bag hadn’t 
the look of belonging to the cake. It was crumpled.’ 

‘I know. Its neck was wrung several days ago, when there 
were eggs in it. You saw a good deal considering you were 
pretending not to.’ 

‘Ah, but I saw a lot before I realized who it was, before I 
recognized the bonnet. I wish there was a back door to this 
house, but perhaps she will have gone before I go back to 
school. Why should she have been eating gingerbread just 
when she ought to have been having a proper meal?’ 

‘You mean when she ought to have been sharing ours.’ 

‘Perhaps, that’s why she was sitting there ■— waiting to be 
asked,’ Catherine said without regret. 

‘Oh dear!’ Celia sighed. Her horror of unkindness was as 
great as her dislike of Gerald’s mother, and entertaining her 
would have been easier, in the long run, than neglecting her. 
‘I suppose it’s too late,’ she said. 

‘Much,’ Catherine answered with satisfaction. ‘Besides, 
that would be confessing that I’d seen her.’ 

‘True,’ Celia said. ‘Life’s a network of complications. It’s 
hardly safe to breathe.’ 

‘And,’ said Catherine after a pause, T don’t want to know 
about Mary Sanders’s grandmothers. I should feel mean if 
they turned out to be the kind she’d rather I didn’t know 
about and, if she can be proud of them, it will only be 
worse for me. So don’t say anything to Uncle John when you 
see him.’ 

‘And when will that be?’ Celia inquired. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 


She had every expectation of seeing him that day. He would 
come, she believed, either in distress or in curiosity, not really 
hopeful of help or information, but simply in obedience to a 
sort of homing instinct towards a person of his own blood. 
He was incapable of discredon in his dealings with Julia, no 
doubt he would tell her everything he felt and thought, but 
it would all be influenced, lessened or increased, by the 
knowledge that his hearer was an alien in the clan. Her past, 
short as it had been before he met her, was not the one he 
had shared with his sisters and with Stephen. He would be 
suspicious of her criticism and searching for it while he was 
delivering his own, and though hers might be identical with 
his, it would have an irritating, faintly foreign flavour. A 
sister, especially one whom he considered rather stupid, 
would better meet his needs when there was trouble or 
mystery in the family, and what a comment it was on the 
narrowness of the family’s outlook, that a man could not take 
a sudden holiday without this fluttering in the dovecots. 
And perhaps, for Stephen, the chief part of his holiday was 
simply in knowing that he had created a disturbance for 
the first time in his life. She could imagine that he might 
get a rather malicious satisfactipn out of that, but while she 
spared this thought for him and awaited John’s arrival, 
neither had anything to do with her feeling of nausea as she 
sat in her rocking-chair and strongly, but not very neatly, 
darned the men’s socks, and more neatly, in feminine 
favouritism, darned Catherine’s stockings. The slight creak- 
ing of her chair was the only sound in the flat. Catherine had 
returned to school. Miss Riggs had gone. Celia was alone, 
and suddenly she found that she was weeping, not only in 
anxiety and self-pity, but because Richard only had one leg 
and it was intolerable, now that he was ill, to think of him 

i68 



in bed without the other, his maimed condition evident to 
those who tended him. And she allowed herself to cry, with 
choking sobs and shaking lips and the healing, astringent 
taste of her own tears. It was years since she had cried. 
The impulse always came at the moment when it had to be 
repressed. Often she could have wept bitterly in the barbaric 
bed and eased her pain by giving it to a bewildered Gerald, 
but now she could indulge herself freely, knowing it was 
indulgence and urging herself on at a sign of slackening, 
until at last, remembering John, remembering the baker, 
she went to the bathroom and bathed her face, sniffing a 
little as she leaned over the basin and holding her hands for 
a long time in the comforting hot water. But it was impos- 
sible to remove all traces of the disturbance and John gave 
her a keen glance when she opened the door to him. 

‘So you’ve heard the news. Thought you would have. 
Ridiculous!’ 

Ts there any?’ 

‘Haven’t you seen May or Julia?’ 

‘Both of them.’ 

‘Well, then, they must have told you about Stephen.’ 

‘Oh, that!’ she said, and led the way into the sitting-room. 

‘Oh that!’ he mimicked as he followed her. 

‘Yes, as you say, ridiculous!’ 

‘Enough to make you cry, though, or was it something 
else?’ 

She went to the mirror over the mantelpiece. ‘Do I look 
as if I have been crying? Yes, I do. There’s nothing like 
inhaling, though it’s unbecoming, for a cold. I’ve been steam- 
ing over the washing basin.’ 

‘You’ve no business to have a cold in this weather. 
Draughty place this, though, I should think. That’s a very 
flimsy partition between you and the staircase.’ 

‘That’s what’s so nice. No caller can ever take me by sur- 
prise.’ 
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‘But it must work both ways. It’s no good pretending to 
be out when a sneeze will give the show away.’ 

Celia wiped a dry nose with a wet handkerchief. ‘Not a 
bit/ she agreed, thinking of her mother-in-law who might, 
at any moment, be standing out there in her buttoned boots, 
her cotton-gloved hands clasping the long handle of her 
umbrella. And it occurred to Celia, for dislike has the acute 
vision of love, that Mrs. Marston might stand there, she might 
often have stood there, with no intention of knocking unless 
she was discovered, giving herself a perverted pleasure out of 
a sense of exile. 

‘What’s the matter?’ John asked. ‘Somebody coming now?’ 

‘No. No. I was just thinking about boot buttons. They 
always look so horribly knowing, don’t they.’ 

‘Never see them nowadays.’ 

‘Ah, you’re lucky. Not even in the haberdashery? All eyes 
and ears and yet not a single feature among them. It’s queer.’ 

‘It’s you that’s queer, I think. Have you got a temperature?’ 

‘No, it’s only the excitement of seeing you. You come so 
seldom. It’s gone to my head,’ she said and she smiled at him 
with a slight exaggeration of affection. 

‘I thought you might be worried.’ 

‘Not at all. Delighted.’ 

With his legs crossed, he waggled the upper foot, a sign of 
annoyance inherited from his father. She could see that he 
was approaching his subject cautiously. He had jeered at 
the visit of May and Julia and how could he tell her that his 
own was more than a brotherly call? It was difficult for him 
and it amused her to make it harder. She would not give him 
the opening he wanted, the one which would enable him to 
tell her she was a fool while he tried to discover whether, in 
fact, she was one. She was determined that he should risk 
being proved a fool himself. 

‘Lovely weather,’ she said pleasantly. ‘Do you still play 
golf on Saturdays?’ 
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‘Yes, and it’s a pity Gerald doesn’t.’ 

‘Yes, isn’t it?’ she said. It was a pity, too, she thought, that 
entrance fees and subscriptions and golf balls were so expen- 
sive, and she looked at John in his well-cut grey tweed suit 
and thought, with remorse, of Gerald’s shiny trousers and 
wondered why the virtues should command less love than the 
tone of a voice or some chance trick of facial muscles. 

‘Getting fat,’ Jolm said. 

‘Are you? I haven’t noticed it.’ 

‘I’m talking about Gerald.’ 

‘Oh! Yes, he’s spreading a little. So am I.’ 

‘You ought to be careful about your diet.’ 

‘I am, very.’ 

Conscious of her reddened eyelids and swollen nose, to 
which she remembered to apply a handkerchief, she looked 
at John and laughed and decided that she liked him, though 
he had the stupidity of his self-satisfaction and a complete 
inability to put himself in another person’s place. 

‘I’m very careful to avoid anything in the nature of rich 
food,’ she said solemnly, and she watched to see whether he 
would take her meaning and picture her with a shopping 
basket on her arm, choosing the most economical joints and 
rejecting the little luxuries to which her indolence of body 
was naturally sympathetic. 

‘Quite right! We live very plainly too,’ he said heartily, 
but she knew there would be a little sherry in his ascetic- 
looking clear soup, a little port in the gravy accompanying 
the best English meat and a good deal of cream in the after- 
dinner coffee. ‘I never give a second thought to my food.’ 

‘Neither do I. I like to forget it as soon as possible. Just a 
minute! I think that’s the baker.’ 

‘At this time of day?’ 

‘Yes. He leaves me to the last, but he’s a nice man. Plays 
the harmonium.’ 

In the passage, she seized each hand in turn and held it 
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tight. It was half-past five, the baker’s hour, but this might 
not be the baker. This might be one of those boys who spend 
their lives in carrying messages of joy or sorrow, who take 
them from their jaunty pouches and then wait, whistling, 
for an answer or the slow shutting of the door. But this was 
indeed the baker and she was glad to see him for his own 
sake. Though possibly of a cheerful habit at home, he looked, 
when he reached the top of the stairs, like a man who had 
known sorrow: he handled the loaves with the tenderness due 

^ j 

from wisdom and experience to anything connected with 
humanity and though he accepted money in exchange for 
them, he seemed to be humbly dispensing alms and feeling 
grateful to the receiver. It was the effect of his melancholy 
brown eyes, his pointed brown beard, the harmony of colour 
made by these with his faded hat and coat and his burden 
of brown and yellow, and Celia felt soothed as she carried 
the loaves to the kitchen; the brown and yellow colour 
scheme was completed, something was accomplished, when 
she dropped the bread into the earthenware crock with its 
glazed lining. 

‘Well,’ said John, T’d change my custom if I couldn’t be 
better served. It’s what I should expect of my own customers.’ 

‘Ah but, you see, you don’t deliver the goods in person. 
That makes all the difference. Nobody would mind having 
their hats at ten o’clock at rdght if you brought them your- 
self, They’d like it.’ 

‘You talk a lot of rubbish, don’t you? I don’t know where 
the brains went to, with you girls.’ 

‘Nature is very thrifty,’ she replied. ‘She may have 
decided that it was better to concentrate what there was on 
you, than to give us all a sprinkling. They are not so much 
use to women, are they?’ 

‘They don’t need many, but they need a few,’ he said. 

‘Just enough to make them companions for their hus- 
bands?’ 
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‘Ah,’ he detected mockery here, ‘you think you’re very 
fuimy, but if they don’t get companionship in the proper 
place, they’ll look for it in another.’ 

‘Yes, it seems to be a way they have.’ 

‘I’m glad you’ve realized it,’ John said sharply, and, quite 
unreasonably, the words were a dull blow on her heart, but 
she knew she had laid herself open to attack when she 
allowed herself to tease him. 

‘Oh yes, I realize it,’ she said lightly, ‘but it’s strange that 
we hear so little about women who need companionship. 
Why is that, I wonder? Must we assume that they can always 
get it from their husbands? I don’t think they do, and perhaps 
poor old May is yearning for it. An inferior quality is still a 
quality and some people really prefer the kind of cake you 
can get at the grocer’s.’ 

He stared at her in frank amazement. ‘May!’ he said at 
last. ‘Don’t be so silly. I’m serious.’ 

‘Yes, and so fortunate, because Julia is serious too. So am 
I, as it happens. Not serious, no, no, but fortunate.’ 

‘Julia,’ he said, waggling his foot, ‘can certainly be trusted 
to take serious things seriously.’ 

‘I’m glad,’ Celia said simply, ‘but who decides on the 
seriousness? You sziid it was ridiculous to come here with her 
news to-day, so there doesn’t seem to be perfect unanimity.’ 

‘Ridiculous because she’d, they’d, got the wrong end of the 
stick and ought to have waited till I’d shown them the right 
one. Of course, they jumped to the conclusion that there was 
something wrong with Stephen’s affairs, and I believe you did 
too. Not a sign of it! Everything quite normal, as I ex- 
pected, in the office. I went in on business of my own. 
There was no need to ask for Stephen and they took for 
granted that I knew he was away. Well,’ he rose to end this 
somewhat imsatisfactory interview, ‘I can only hope he is 
alone.’ 

‘How unkind of you!’ 
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‘Don’t be foolish! If he was going away with a man, 
wouldn’t he have said so? And what man is there?’ 

‘What woman? You are an old woman yourself, John, 
dressed up to look like a prosperous business man. You’ve 
known Stephen all your life but you’re showing yourself a 
poor sort of friend.’ 

‘I’m a brother, too,’ he said nobly. ‘I’ve my duties as a 
brother and I’ll pop in on my way home and cheer May up.’ 

‘I don’t advise you to do any popping. Can’t you see that 
cheering her up will be a worry if it isn’t an insult? She’s 
had enough of that from Julia already.’ 

‘Now, just leave Julia alone,’ he said warningly. 

‘But I do, I promise you. It’s I who seem to have such an 
attraction for her.’ She patted his sleeve. ‘As I seem to have 
for you!’ she said, lightly brushing her cheek against his 
shoulder. 

Mollified, he returned the pat. ‘I believe, after all, you’re 
a bit of a dark horse,’ he* said. ‘And don’t come out on to the 
stairs with that cold. Take care of yourself.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said meekly, but she followed him and, leaning 
over the banister rail, as she had done so often to watch the 
arrival or departure of friends and children, husband and 
lover, she heard a quick step, a gay whistling, and John and 
the telegraph boy met on the middle flight of stairs. 

John paused, then followed him upwards. ‘Any news?’ 

‘No answer,’ she told the boy, and at John she shook her 
head. ‘Some one who wants an address,’ she said. 

‘H’m, must be in a hurry for it,’ he growled, and he stumped 
down again, looking, as she noticed even at this moment, 
exactly like his father when he considered himself ignored. 

Then she went into the flat and smoothed out the flimsy 
paper she had crushed against John’s curiosity. ‘Not hope- 
less,’ the message said, ‘but can’t get hold of Hester.’ 
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CHAPTER XXIV 


‘It’s no good,’ Jimmy said. ‘You’re not thinking about the 
game.’ 

‘No,’ said Susan, ‘I don’t think I like playing chess in the 
summer. I like it when there’s a fire and the curtains are 
drawn. Now,’ she said, and she went to the window, ‘every- 
thing outside seems to be peering in and somehow inter- 
fering.’ 

The nursery, like her bedroom, looked on to the garden and 
it seemed a long time since last night when she had seen her 
father pacing to and fro, but now, in the clear, pale light, 
there was no lurking malignancy dovm there where the apple 
trees grew in the rough grass and the summer-house huddled 
against the wall. It was the place which had been her play- 
ground and, turning to the room again, she saw that, too, 
almost unchanged since her childhood. The doll’s house was 
still in its place and it was still locked; the shelves flanking the 
fireplace held the books which marked her progress from 
words of one syllable to Caesar’s Gallic Wars; the high 
nursery guard protected the empty grate and families of china 
animals which she and Prudence had once collected with 
passion, were in their old places on the mantelpiece, the 
mother cat permanently bored with her kittens, the terriers 
for ever expectant of a hunt and a group of goats, a rare find, 
this, modelled to suggest playfulness and now somewhat 
damaged about the horns, wearing an air of communal 
pessimism. 

‘You mean,’ said Jimmy, his eyes on the chessboard, T 
needn’t come any more?’ 

‘You’d be bored, wouldn’t you, if we didn’t play?’ 

‘But why shouldn’t we play?’ he asked stubbornly. 

‘The world’s so lovely,’ she said. 
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‘Oh yes,’ he muttered and he looked up, now, at his own 
lovely world, for she had lifted and turned her neat head 
and she gazed at the tops of the poplars with an effect of 
motion, of flight, like that of the trees, in her stillness. 

‘When we were little,’ she said, ‘we did hate having the 
nursery at the back of the house. I suppose we were meant 
to appreciate the garden and to get the freshest air and all 
the time we were longing for the organ grinders and the 
errand boys and the lighted lamps in the evenings. I do love 
the shadows of the trees when the lamps are lighted. They 
seem — sort of enchanted. But we never told anyone about 
it.’ 

‘Why didn’t you?’ 

‘I don’t know. I’m sure we could have had what we 
wanted, we were rather spoilt, but it was a secret. We 
wanted it so much that it seemed as if we couldn’t ask. I 
think we felt it would be telling grown-up people too much 
about ourselves. The lamps would have made us feel so safe 
when we were in bed. Perhaps that was the most important, 
the most secret thing.’ She laughed a little. ‘They would 
still make me feel safe.’ 

‘So you went without,’ Jimmy said. 

His rough, scrubbed hands rested on the table as though 
they had been dropped there and while they exactly fitted the 
rest of his appearance, they looked detached; he seemed to 
wonder how they had come there. 

‘Yes, we went without,’ Susan said. 

‘Because you didn’t ask.’ 

‘And now it doesn’t matter a bit. I expect that’s always 
the way.’ 

‘But you can’t tell,’ Jimmy said, ‘what you’ve missed.’ 
With his unexpected deftness, he put the chessmen into their 
box. ‘And there aren’t any grown-up people here.’ 

‘Aren’t we grown up?’ 

‘Not to each other.’ 
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‘No. How old were we when we first met? I suppose we 
were in long clothes and weVe kept together ever since. 
It’s a nice relationship, ours.’ 

‘What’s nice about it?’ 

‘Being such comfortable friends.’ 

Under the bookshelves there was a cupboard still contain- 
ing a few toys too dear to be given away, and into it Jimmy 
put the chessboard and the box. Then, straightening him- 
self, he ran his eye up the shelves, from the baby books and 
the Christmas annuals to the evidence of the point Susan’s 
scholarship had reached. 

‘You know perfectly well,’ he said, ‘that all this time,’ 
and he gestured toward the books, ‘we never took the slightest 
notice of each other.’ He grinned, showing his even teeth. 
‘We were only childhood playmates when we were forced 
together at family parties. I’m sure you thought I was an 
ill-mannered kid and then a clumsy lout and you would have 
been a bit ashamed to own me except at Christmas parties 
with the grandparents and that kind of thing.’ 

‘I wouldn’t! I couldn’t feel like that about anyone be- 
longing to Aunt Celia!’ 

‘But you would have been right. And I always hoped I 
shouldn’t meet you.’ 

‘How hateful of you!’ 

‘When I was with anyone belonging to the school.’ 

‘Was I so dreadful? I thought we always looked rather 
nice.’ 

‘You were a girl,’ Jimmy explained, ‘and then when we 
were older and I was beginning to be interested in girls, you 
looked so grand.’ 

‘Grand? In my school clothes!’ ^ 

‘You might have been in rags for all I knew. No, you 
had your nose in the air and looked so damned earnest, 
upholding the school traditions, getting knowledge, in the > 
sixth!’ 
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Tes, I daresay I was a bit of a prig. And I didn’t know 
you were ever interested in girls.’ 

‘Oh, wasn’t I! Common ones. I was frightened of the 
others, frightened of all of them, really, but I used to meet 
them after dark.’ 

‘Oh Jimmy, how nasty! In the streets?’ 

‘Where else?’ 

She was frowning a little. She could not adjust her idea of 
Jimmy’s simplicity, of Jimmy as a rough but valuable diamond 
without a moral flaw, to this new vision of him in which he 
giggled with girls at street comers. 

‘I didn’t know,’ she said slowly, ‘that people like us did 
things like that.’ 

‘All sorts of queer things,’ Jimmy said. 

‘But you don’t do it now, do you?’ 

‘Good Lord, no! And I wasn’t a success. Tried very hard 
but never knew what to say. Couldn’t bear their beastly 
accents and felt a fool. But I suppose I thought I was a bit 
of a dog and hoped I’d improve in time, but long before I’d 
shown any sign of that I’d given it up.’ 

‘I call it very messy.’ 

‘So are lots of kids’ complaints.’ 

‘And I wish you hadn’t told me.’ 

He grinned again. ‘Then you shouldn’t have pretended 
we were childhood playmates. Until about a year ago I 
hardly knew the difference between you and Prudence.’ 

‘She’s better looking.’ 

‘Yes,’ Jimmy said simply. 

‘But,’ Susan said, comforting herself and encouraging him, 
‘I’m supposed to be rather like Aunt Celia.’ 

^‘Yes, you are, rather.’ 

‘But how, exactly?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t knpw,’ he said casually. 

There was an impatient lift of her shoulders. ‘Didn’t she 
give you a message for me?’ 
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‘She didn’t know I was coming/ 

‘And did she know when you went to meet those girls?’ 

‘I hope not/ Jimmy said. was much too awkward to 
come to any harm, but it might have worried her/ 

‘And didn’t you want her to know, either, that you were 
coming here?’ 

‘I didn’t care one way or the other.’ 

‘You’re still rather awkward, aren’t you?’ Susan said 
pleasantly. 

‘I’m not the only one.’ 

‘Do you mean that I am?’ 

‘No, I wasn’t thinking about you. Look here, let’s go out. 
Let’s go for a walk.’ 

‘In this frock?’ 

‘What’s the matter with it? It’s all right, isn’t it? But 
there seems to be something wrong with houses to-night 
and you said the world was lovely. Let’s go and look 
at it.’ 

‘Yes, it’s lovely,’ she said, and again she looked into the 
garden and saw, with her mind’s eye, the beauty that was 
spread beyond it, the high Downs, the cliffs and the river, 
die distant view of hills across the channel, and she knew, 
and resented the knowledge that, being what she was, she 
would be half-blind to the soul of beauty until some one 
looked for it with her, and she was sure that person could 
not be Jimmy who was half-blind himself to her pretty 
befiowered frock matching the creaminess of her skin 
and the aided rose in her cheeks and who told her things 
she did not want to know. He had betrayed a murkiness 
in human nature which her young pride disdained and 
feared to find in others she had trusted, for if he had been 
saved, only by his own clumsiness, from gross commerce with 
people he despised, what might not happen to men and women 
who were more adroit? He seemed to have opened a door 
giving on to underground, twisting passages and, though she 
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had known they existed, he had opened the door on the 
wrong day, when her Aunt Julia had already been fumbling 
at the handle. 

‘I could show you all sorts of places you’ve never seen,’ 
Jimmy said, and, when he saw her curled lip, he added, ‘Oh 
yes, I could.’ 

‘I’m not doubting you,’ she said. 

‘All right, if you don’t' want to come, but how often have 
you been across the river?’ 

‘Hundreds of times.’ 

‘Yes, across the bridge, but there are other ways, the 
ferries and the locks. I like to go by ferry when it’s darL 
It’s a good noise the oars make, a dull thud in the rowlocks 
and then a soft dip as though they were going into something 
a little thinner than treacle, and the turn of the chaps’ wrists 
when they row, if you can call it rowing, the way their bodies 
balance as they stand, the utmost effect with the least waste 
of energy, well, it’s like a machine running to perfection.’ 
He paused, considering the mechanical beauty with which 
he spent his days, but it seemed that he had not altogether 
deserted his night scene by the docks. ‘And I like to see the 
oars smashing up the lights.’ 

‘The lights?’ 

‘The ones, the reflections, straggling across the water. And 
if it wasn’t for the lights, you’d think there was a forest on 
each side of the river, the masts and the funnels and the 
warehouses. Or you can think they’re the camp-fires of 
people watching, not friendly, waiting to pounce, hundreds 
of them, all the way up the hill, above the forest on the Rad- 
stowe side, and just an outpost, here and there, on the other. 
You’ve never seen that, have you? Very late, when nearly all 
the din has stopped for the night, and what there is has no- 
thing to do with the watchers. They are just waiting, they 
don’t understand. Puzzled, uneasy.’ He looked up and met 
her steady and, as it seemed to him, slightly ironic gaze. 
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^Sorry!' he said. ‘Reminiscences of boyhood! Must have 
read something like that in a book when I was a kid and 
used to hang about the docks. It was grand, not having a 
nurse! It’s one of the things I’m thankful for. I could slip 
out . . .’ 

‘After dark?’ Susan asked. 

‘Yes,’ he said innocently, ‘when I was lucky.’ 

‘You horrid little boy! You must have worried Aunt Celia 
to death.’ 

‘She didn’t mind.’ 

‘Of course she minded.’ 

‘Then why didn’t she say so?’ 

‘And you’ve lived with her all these years!’ Susan ex- 
claimed. 

‘Well, yes,’ he said after a moment, ‘I suppose you’re 
right. But she wouldn’t mind now, so come and let me show 
you.’ 

‘It won’t be dark for hours.’ 

‘All the better. There’s plenty to see while it’s light.’ 

‘But my own mother would mind. Father’s away you 
know.’ 

‘Is he? I can’t see what difference that makes.’ 

‘Anyone would think you were an orphan,’ Susan said 
scornfully. ‘A family isn’t several separate persons. It’s a 
lot of — of dismembered people. Somebody has your head 
and another one has your hands and you have bits of all the 
others fastened on to you. You don’t belong to yourself, but 
then, they, poor things, don’t belong to themselves either. 
But you’re a man and men are not expected to pool every- 
thing like that. It’s because they have their work to do and 
it’s why they do it so well.’ 

‘And what,’ Jimmy asked practically, ‘are you supposed 
to be doing now?’ 

‘Just being here,’ Susan replied. 

‘I can’t see the sense in it.’ 



‘I don’t think there is any.’ 

Then don’t do it.’ 

She shook her head. 'You don’t understand. I can’t just 
live as I like. I have to do the things other people expect, 
and now, as it happens. I’m pleasing myself, too. Some day 
I should love to see your forest and the camp-fires. To- 
night . . .’ She made a little gesture. She could not tell him 
that she had her own watch to keep here, in the house, and 
her vague feeling of suspense and expectation, which her 
reason denied, drifted across the tree-tops to her Aunt Celia 
whose friend was in definite trouble: it went farther, east- 
wards, across the country, to that friend herself and the man 
who had been her own friend for a little while. 

T wish you’d told Aunt Celia you were coming. There 
might have been a message. Has she heard do you know, 
but it’s too soon. I’m afraid, from Mrs. -Carey?’ 

'Yes, she’d had a telegram.’ 

'Well? How is he?’ 

'Rather ill, I think.’ 

'Of course he’s rather ill! I know that.’ 

'And I rather wished he was dead to-night, at supper. We 
had him with each course. But there were only two. Lucky 
again, you see! If there’d been soup and a savoury, the row 
would have lasted longer. Oh, it wasn’t a bad one, but bad 
for us, because we live peaceably as a rule. All Catherine’s 
fault, irritating the old man. And he’d met our good Uncle 
John on the doorstep and they hate the sight of each other, 
so that was a bad start for the family reunion round the 
supper table.’ 

'Had he been to see Aunt Celia?’ Susan asked quickly. 

'That’s the conclusion to be drawn when he’s found on 
our doorstep, isn’t it? Yes, he’d put himself to the trouble of 
climbing up. First time in years, I should think.’ 

'I wonder why?’ 

'Absorbed in great affairs.’ . 
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‘No, I mean why to-day?^ 

‘Just to add to our difficulties/ 

‘What difficulties, Jimmy?’ 

‘Oh, nothing, nothing.’ 

He was vexed with himself for bringing that unnecessary 
anxiety into her voice and such small domestic matters to her 
notice, and, looking at her now, he saw not only the Susan 
he loved but the trappings that enclosed her, the soft fall of 
the flowery frock, the sleeves slipping back to show the 
rounded arms, the bracelet on her wrist, the toe of a pale 
slipper, and he thought she was rightly remote and should 
be kept remote from common cares and such stupid 
wrangling, to the accompaniment of plates filled and passed 
and carried to the kitchen, the mustard missing and someone 
lacking a spoon, as had been enacted in his home that night. 
Only beautiful things should touch her, yet, without scruple 
or consciousness of inconsistency, he would have carried her 
into poverty if she had been willing to come; happily he 
would have seen her washing his dishes, roughening her 
hands, and being harassed by a hundred little cares, for 
deep in his mind, though it had its humility towards her, he 
believed in the compensating splendour of his love, the 
romance to be found in dishes which were his, 

‘You’re not deceiving me, are you?’ Susan asked. 

‘Why on earth should I? They were just little things that 
weren’t worth telling.’ 

‘I’ve always trusted you,’ she reminded him gravely, but, 
quite evidently, this remark had no embarrassment for his 
conscience. 

* He nodded. T should hope so. And if you won’t come, 
I’m going for a walk by myself, into the country.’ 

‘By one of the ferries?’ 

‘No.’ For to-night, at least, the ferries were hers. *By the 
bridge. I feel as if I could walk for twenty miles and perhaps 
I shall.’ 



‘But don’t be too late. Aunt Celia won’t go to sleep till 
you get back.’ 

‘Don’t you believe it! She’s never waited up for me in her 
life.’ 

‘I really think I know more about her than you do. But 
I wish I knew what was in that telegram, because I like Mr. 
Milligan very much. You could hardly have him for every 
course without hearing something about him.’ 

‘I heard that he’d lost a leg. That was the trouble. 
Catherine pretending to be sick at the thought and the 
parent telling her she ought to be ashamed of herself for 
feeling like that about a man maimed in the War. And did 
we realize what his generation had done for ours? And he 
was quite right, but I’d never heard him talk like that before. 
And Catherine was pretty pert. Needs spanking.’ He 
shrugged his shoulders in tolerant amusement and went 
towards the door, but he came back. ‘I know what it was. 
Something about an address Mrs. Carey wanted.’ 

‘Aunt Hester’s? But Aunt Celia asked Mrs. Carey if she 
was sure she had it. I heard her.’ 

‘Well, I don’t know. Mother didn’t say anything about 
Aunt Hester.’ 


184 



CHAPTER XXV 

‘Not very tactful/ Celia said that night, offering her cheek 
for her daughter’s good-night kiss. 

‘But need I be, at my age?’ Catherine asked, and she looked 
young enough to be excused the effort. She had been work- 
ing in her bedroom and her hair was ruffled where her hands 
had been running through it, but the curls at the nape of her 
neck had kept their tightness and, except in the matter of 
size, her head was that of her babyhood, her mouth was 
mutinous under the defiant little nose. 

‘It would be good practice for the future.’ 

‘And in my own home?’ 

‘It’s the home of three other people as well.’ 

‘But it ought to be the one place where I can say what I 
think.’ 

‘And the world ought to be a place where no one ever gets 
vexed with anyone else, but, you see, it isn’t.’ 

‘Yes, pet, I know, but I do think the elders ought to set a 
good example. They’ve had longer to learn.’ 

‘And more time to get tired in.’ 

‘You always have an answer,’ Catherine sighed. ‘Are you 
tired yourself? Because you generally manage to stop me 
when I’m going too far and to-night you didn’t, so perhaps I 
had a feeling that it was all right.’ 

‘Yes, I think I must be tired.’ 

‘Then why don’t you go to bed?’ 

‘I shall, soon.’ 

She glanced at the clock. The night nurse would be on 
duty by this time, moving competently and quietly under 
the shaded light, and Pauline nnight be preparing a make- 
shift bed for herself in the dingy sitting-room. The day nurse 
would be stepping through the streets towards her own bed 
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or her own affairs and it seemed to Celia that, as she passed, 
the roar of the traffic must take on another note, a tone of 
apology for the necessity of pursuing business alien to the 
vital one in which this woman was concerned. And where, 
in that huge city, had Hester hidden herself? And where was 
Stephen? Where, to come nearer home and to a question 
more easily answered, had Gerald gone and Jimmy? There 
was nothing unusual and nothing she much regretted in their 
absence but, to-night, she felt it like a comment on her mis- 
management. She had driven her team badly. Normally, a 
light hand on the reins would keep it on the road with the 
horses well enough in step, but she had dropped the reins 
altogether and though the horses had not bolted, they had 
shown ill-temper, snapping at each other as they tossed their 
heads. And if Gerald had gone to see his mother, he would 
not return in a serener mood. The trouble had really begun 
with John on the doorstep and she had not had time to 
arrange her thoughts, her reserve or frankness, before Gerald 
was in the flat, bristling at an encounter with an enemy on 
his own terrain. John had told him of Celia’s cold and blamed 
him and his draughty flat for it; told him there was a tele- 
gram for Celia and she seemed upset. Was she upset? Where 
was the telegram? She had not kept it, she told him, and 
he asked who had sent it, and why. Was somebody in trouble? 
Yes, Mrs. Carey’s brother was very ill; and what, he asked, 
could Celia do about that? 

‘Nothing,’ she said with truth. She was cautious, not for 
herself, but for Hester, perhaps for Stephen. She acted on 
a surmise which was vague, but had its strength, and she was 
careful for all the loyalties which Gerald, no more than Julia, 
could be expected to share. 

‘Nothing,’ she said, ‘but Pauline thought I knew of some 
one who might help her, not a nurse, some bne to run errands, 
and I don’t’ 

‘I can’t see why that should upset you.’ 
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She found it easy to laugh. ‘John, naturally, wouldn’t 
think he had done it himself. He had to find a reason.’ 

^And what has he been saying to worry you?’ Gerald 
demanded. 

‘Oh, you know it isn’t what he says. And you know he’ll 
turn a sniff, which, of course, was unmannerly to begin with, 
into a serious cold if he can blame some one else for it.’ 

‘Blame me, you mean?’ 

‘As it happens. He’s a great fault finder, yet I believe he is 
charming to the assistants in his shop.’ 

‘That’s because he’s got them under his thumb.’ 

‘And he hasn’t got us there.’ 

The pronoun pleased him and the pleasure hurt her. 
She saw that she was within a short distance of making one 
person permanently happy, an achievement, after all, 
worthy of endeavour, yet she could not force her step across 
the space, and, no one was to blame, not Richard, not herself, 
and Gerald least of all. He was not responsible for his ap- 
pearamce, attractive in his youth when his body was lean and 
hard with training, not uncomely now, but plump, domestic, 
suggesting a permanent state of warmth and woollen under- 
clothes, without any charm for her eye to make mental 
differences much more negligible and physical contact more 
endurable. It was a shame, she thought contritely — but it 
was an important factor in her life. She could not change 
it: she could only try to hide its influence — and when she 
heard him return she followed him to the dining-room. 

‘Working?’ she said with kind remonstrance when she 
found him poring over the plans he had spread on the table. 

‘Trying to,’ he said. He Arew down the pencil and looked 
at her, his face coarsened with its flush, and she thought it 
was pathetic to be middle-aged, when even a worthy emotion 
had an unbecoming mode of expression. ‘And it isn’t easy 
when I’m thoroughly upset. I went to see my mother and 
found her crying. Crying!’ he repeated heavily. 
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It was on the tip of Celia’s tongue to say that she must have 
heard him coming. Instead, she said weakly, ‘How — how 
painful,’ and she pictured Mrs. Marston in her sitting-room 
with the stiff lace curtains at the windows, the barrel-shaped 
biscuit-box on the sideboard, the ferns in pots, the neat 
emptiness surrounding a person who read nothing but the 
local newspaper and, when the housework was done, made 
crochet edgings for her nightgowns. She saw Mrs. Marston 
wielding a large, clean handkerchief, a cotton one for which 
there could be no excuse; she saw the feet in their kid boots, 
the buttons taking an interested share in the interview, the 
eyes twinkling intelligently, the ears cocked and, almost imper- 
ceptibly, she shook her head, denying Mrs. Marston any virtues. 

‘Your mother ought not to have let you see her doing that,’ 
she said. ‘I wouldn’t let my son see me cry.’ 

‘You wait till your son’s married,’ he said roughly. 

She sat down at the other end of the table, shading her 
eyes with a hand, and she knew she was not going to be very 
patient, she no longer wished to be. 

‘So,’ she said, ‘it’s something to do with us, is it? I hoped, 
rather meanly, your mother had just been quarrelling with 
the little servant again.’ 

‘No, she’s hurt by the behaviour of some one who ought 
to know, better than the little servant, how to behave. Your 
daughter.’ 

She was glad he gave her the sole ownership of Catherine, 
and she said, ‘Then I know all about it and my sympathies 
are with Catherine. And so would yours be, if she hadn’t 
irritated you already, to-night. I’ve talked to her about 
that, but your mother has no business to eat gingerbread 
out of a paper bag just outside our door. I’m sure she 
didn’t tell you she was doing that.’ 

He had a moment’s hesitation and then he said stubbornly, 
‘I can’t see any harm in it. If your precious Mrs. Carey did 
something of the sort, you’d think it was very funny.’ 
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*I should indeed, yet she could do it safely.* 

‘Because she has plenty of money and needn’t.* 

‘Oh Gerald, you’re not going to tell me your mother can’t 
afford a decent meal. She’s fond of food and, as a matter of 
fact, she eats a lot of it. But isn’t all this rather stupid? Does 
it matter very much?’ 

‘It matters that she should be lonely and neglected. She 
tells me she was sitting on that seat for hours. She knows she’s 
not welcome here, but she was hoping to get a word with you 
or Catherine and Catherine wouldn’tgive her one and neither 
did your niece, or your sister or your sister-in-law.’ 

‘I don’t suppose they saw her.’ 

‘They didn’t want to.’ 

‘But even if they’d seen her,’ she said, ‘I don’t believe they 
would have known who she was.’ 

‘And whose fault’s that? You’ve never tried to bring my 
mother into your circle.’ 

‘No, it never occurred to me that she would like it. I don’t 
like it very much myself, and it’s hardly a circle. Semicircle, 
perhaps. Was she there all the afternoon, too? Did she see 
John?’ 

‘No, she did not, and it’s clear that I should have heard 
nothing about him if I hadn’t met him, or about the rest of 
your visitors. You say you don’t like them, but they seem to 
be too sacred to be mentioned!’ 

‘It never occurred to me ... ’ Celia began again, and he 
interrupted her to ask, ‘When does it ever occur to you to 
tell me anything? I come home and there’s a meal ready for 
me, but there’s very little else.’ 

‘And there’s very little else to tell you. What do you 
suppose I’m doing all day?’ 

‘I often wonder.’ 

‘No, your mother does. I don’t pretend to work very hard. 

I take care not to, but I’m always here, for you or the chil- 
dren, when I’m wanted.’ 
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Tart of you/ Gerald said, and in these words, which 
silenced her for a time, she heard Gerald, not his mother, 
the quicker, subtler Gerald who sometimes spoke, who might 
see more than she knew, who might even, she feared, see his 
own houses clearly. 

‘But,’ she said at last, ‘I don’t talk much to anyone,’ and 
as he gave her an odd smile, she realized that, on this 
occasion, she had not been happy in her choice of pronoun. 

‘No, you are not talkative,’ he said, and, picking up his 
pencil, seemed to dismiss both her and the subject. 

It was the way to make her stay, though if she had credited 
him with that intention, she would have gone. In the most 
instinctive part of her nature she was a failure when he did 
not want her, and, though she would have drawn deep breaths 
of freedom if he had willingly resigned all his claims to her 
person and hei: thoughts, how dry the air she breathed would 
be, too dry and harsh for the encouragement of any green or 
lovely thing. What she knew she wanted and knew it, to her 
surprise, at this hour when Richard might be dying, was 
what most women want from every lover except the one on 
whom their hearts are set, love which made no claims, desire 
which persisted though it was not satisfied, a mirror which 
simply gave back an enchanting picture of herself. 

‘We’re not quarrelling, are we?’ she asked, putting out a 
hand. ‘We’ve never done it. Don’t let us begin.’ 

‘No, we’ve always been polite, I think,’ he said dryly. 

‘Courteous,’ she said. 

‘What’s wrong with my word? Isn’t it up to your standard?’ 

‘I think mine means more. We’re polite, I think, to those 
who serve us. And courteous to the people we like and live 
with.’ 

‘Ah, thank you very much, I didn’t know, but then you 
don’t expect me to know that kind of thing, do you?’ 

She felt properly rebuked for her instruction and she saw 
that his loyalty to his mother had been severely strained, that 

190 



he suffered because she represented a mode of living, an 
attitude of mind, a self-satisfied ignorance and affected gentil- 
ity which were repugnant to Celia’s world, simple though 
that was, to her upbringing and her education. There were 
no words which would put him right with himself or her, 
and she had to put him right, for she had the pity of her 
insufficient love, but later, when she thought he was asleep, 
she cried for the second time that day and, this time, very 
stealthily. 



CHAPTER XXVI 


While Jimmy was maiing his way downstairs, Susan fol- 
lowed quietly to the next landing and went into her mother’s 
bedroom. She was at the window when he banged the door 
and she watched him as he went slowly down the broad path 
to the gate. She was astonished to find herself in the position 
of a curious housemaid and, to change it into one of dignity 
and frankness, she knelt where the window was thrown open 
at the bottom and rested her arms on the sill. She wanted to 
see him as the somewhat detached person he had rather dis- 
concertingly shown himself to be. Prudence was wrong. 
There was nothing to be done about Jimmy and that was a 
great relief, yet it left her feeling curiously suspended, as 
though, from standing on firm ground, she had been lifted to 
swing just clear of it, and her toes kept stretching downwards 
to learn how far they were from the familiar earth. 

He liked his game of chess, she thought, looking down at 
his bare head; deprived of chess, he could solace himself 
with a long walk. Evidently he had to be doing something; 
he could not be content to sit idly in the nursery with a friend. 
If Prudence had been right, he would have done that or he 
would have gone with dramatic haste, to walk blindly 
through the night, but he was strolling down the path, 
pausing to look, with his hands in his pockets, at the roses in 
the beds. He did not smell one, he did not touch one, he 
looked at them critically, like a farmer considering the beasts 
in his field, and she was surprised that he looked at them at 
all. But then, he had seen the lights of Radstowe like watch 
fires and the masts and the funnels like great trees edging a 
strange river, and he might have other fancies when he 
walked in the country to-night and she would not be there to 
hear of them. 
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‘Jimmy!’ she said in a soft voice, testing her desire to bid 
him wait, and before she could call again more loudly, 
another young man had appeared at the other side of the 
gate and the two exchanged greetings: they provided a con- 
trast. The new-comer’s hair was sleek and Jimmy’s was of a 
stubborn nature; the other looked debonair in his evening 
clothes, with a tie a little broader than was usual, a suggestion 
that this slight exaggeration was due to the music he held 
under his arm, but Susan liked Jimmy better in his loose coat 
and flannel trousers; she commended his little changing 
expression in comparison with the other’s vivacity. Pru- 
dence’s young men were always inclined to indulge in a play 
of feature when they did not set their faces in an interesting 
melancholy, and this one, she remembered now, was coming 
to sing to Prudence’s accompaniment. 

At the moment, he was talking to Jimmy about football, for 
though it was an unseasonable subject, it had always been 
Jimmy’s game, and it was as odd to hear it discussed by the 
young man in the large tie as it would have been to hear 
Jimmy showing a knowledge of music. And why should he 
not? He had already shown her that people were not always 
what they seemed and, still kneeling there, while he went his 
way with firm steps down the road and the visitor approached 
the door with light, quick ones, she had a fleeting, un- 
happy feeling that she was in a world peopled by strangers. 
Downstairs, her mother was probably rattling the newspaper 
and would continue to rattle it during the young man’s 
songs, but what her thoughts were, what they had been since 
the episode in Celia’s flat, she could make no likely guess. She 
did not know towards which point of the compass her father 
had steered, and, refusing to be anxious, to admit any ideas 
approaching those of her Aunt Julia, she had to feel angry 
with him for the only lapse she could remember in thought- 
fulness for his family. And Jimmy had marched oflf into the 
country. It been a long day, she thought, and a puzzling one, 
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and it was not ended yet. No day was ended in that house 
until Priscilla had been coaxed or coerced into her bed and 
Susan rose to set about that task. 

Priscilla, most unexpectedly, was in her bedroom, a neat, 
straight-legged figure in her knickerbockers, and Susan, from 
the doorway, exclaimed gladly, ‘Good girl! Shall I turn on 
the bath water?’ 

‘I’m not going to bed, dear.’ Priscilla explained gently. 
‘I’m just changing my frock for the party.’ 

Susan moved swiftly into the room. The chiffon folds of her 
skirt spread and fluttered with her steps; when she sat down 
they subsided meekly, without a sound, and while she 
wondered how she was going to manage this young person, 
she had no idea that Priscilla was heartily admiring her, 
thinking she was like a full-petalled flower as she walked and 
a flower folding itself for sleep when she sat, finding her 
mysterious, feeling what she could not say in words, that here 
was poetry made flesh. 

‘What party?’ Susan asked, and her voice was faint with 
the certainty of defeat. 

‘Downstairs. In the drawing-room. Not,’ she added, 
‘that I’m thinking of it as a party. I’m thinking of it as 
education for me.’ 

‘In that case, your school tunic would be quite suitable. 
You’re certainly not going to dress up in anything else. And, 
if you want to please me . . .’ 

‘But I don’t. Not particularly. I think it’s more important 
to learn all I can.’ 

‘I see,’ Susan said gravely. ‘Then I suggest that you do 
without your bath, though I’m sure you need one, and pop 
into bed and leave your door open. I’ll leave the drawing- 
room door open too, and you’ll be able to listen in peace.’ 

Susan’s tone was sympathetic, but she knew Priscilla did 
not want to listen. She wanted to appear and be appreciated 
as a charming and intelligent child responsive to the influence 
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of the arts. She wanted, naturally and without precocity, to 
have her share in the life of the house from which her age 
alone debarred her, and, suddenly, Susan saw her point of 
view, her possible loneliness and, putting out a hand, she 
said, ‘Gome here. Come and sit beside me.’ 

‘Why?’ asked Priscilla, suspicious of persuasion. 

‘Just, truly, to be friends.’ 

Priscilla, unhesitatingly, on past experience, accepted 
that statement. She had never discovered either of her 
sisters in a false one or known them break a promise and 
she sat close to Susan and Susan’s arm went round her 
waist. 

‘How sweet you smell,’ she said. ‘Like roses.’ 

From the end of the bed where they sat they could see 
tree-tops and the upper windows of the houses on the other 
side of the wide road. Above the roofs, the sky, as though 
wearied by its ardent blue during the day, was almost 
colourless, resting before it could absorb the darker colour 
of night, but there was already the beginning of twilight 
in Priscilla’s bedroom and this made her companionship with 
Susan more secure and more important, while, from below, 
there came the sound of a few chords on the piano, a few 
bars, and then a silence before piano and voice together 
seemed to come floating up the stairs for the special delight 
of these two on the bed. 

‘It’s better here, really,’ Priscilla whispered, ‘the music 
is.’ She sighed lightly. ‘Is he in love with Prudence?’ 

‘I don’t know. I don’t think so. They could quite easily 
just be friends, you know.’ 

‘Like you and Jimmy?’ 

Susan nodded. She wondered where he was but, wherever 
it might be, it was really better, as Priscilla said, to be here, 
and not only for the music, the tenor voice now rising in 
plaintive, somewhat throaty, passion, but because she felt 
a great tenderness for the child whose thin waist she clasped 
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and a desire to do more for her than see that she was tidy 
and punctual for school and as little spoilt as possible in 
the household. She was ready to take all responsibility 
for her and, inspired by the music to a noble melancholy, 
she saw herself refusing personal happiness to find it in a life 
of service. 

‘Music for Prudence like chess for you,’ Priscilla said. 
‘But he might be in love with her, mightn’t he?’ she asked 
hopefully. ‘And if he is, it’s lucky it’s Prudence and not you. 
Lucky for him.’ 

‘Is it?’ Priscilla, she thought, ought still to be playing 
with dolls, indulging her maternal instinct in complete 
indifference to any antecedent feelings and processes: she 
ought to be at a boarding school where crude facts coarsely 
told would probably be less harmful than this sentimental 
interest in courtship. 

‘Because.’ Priscilla said, ‘she doesn’t see him when he’s 
singing and you would. He makes such awful faces. That 
thing in his throat, that lump, looks as if it will come through 
his skin. That’s partly why I wanted to be here, to watch it,’ 
she said, and Susan thought? This is better, this is more 
childlike, and her little squeeze of appreciation encouraged 
Priscilla to proceed. ‘He can’t get his highest notes without 
grinning — you know the way they do. Being brave though 
it hurts. Up here it’s not such fun. Just now and then it’s 
a little bit as though he’s going to be sick, but not much, 
but all the same I like it here. You forget who’s doing it. 
It seems to be a thing all by itself.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Susan, envying Prudence and the young man 
whose personalities could be lost in their performance, in 
something much greater than themselves, and she thought 
there must surely, unless the universe were senseless, be 
something greater than self for everybody if they could but 
find it, some aspect of beauty that could be created though 
it might not be crystallized into forms to be seen or heard. 
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Tes/ she said again, 'it seems to be by itself now, but a man 
made it and he was unhappy and ill and very poor and no 
one even knows where he is buried. So you see . . 

'I don’t/ Priscilla said contentedly, 'but it doesn’t matter.’ 
She had her head, now, on Susan’s shoulder and she was 
much too comfortable to invite disturbing information or 
moral maxims, and Susan, who had been talking chiefly to 
herself, pursued her thoughts in silence. Thus, to May, 
who came unnoticed up the stairs, and discovered, through 
the open doorway, the clasped figures silhouetted against 
the window-pane, there must have been something strange 
and discomforting, in the stillness and in a posture which 
could be interpreted as one of a shared sorrow. 

Either to dissolve this vision or for a purely practical 
purpose, she switched on the light and sat, rather heavily, 
on the nearest chair while her daughters, disengaging each 
other, swung round to face her. 

'I couldn’t stay there any longer,’ she said, 'all by myself. 
I didn’t know where you were both hiding. I don’t like the 
noise they’re making, I don’t like it at all, and as far as I can 
see, they won’t stop for hours. I don’t know how we’re going 
to sleep. You ought to be in bed, Priscilla, and if you keep 
your door shut perhaps you won’t hear much. Why didn’t 
you come and say good night? I’m very fond of music, 
but I do like it to have a tune every now and then. Of 
course, I know that’s old-fashioned and all wrong, but there 
it is. So I’m going to bed myself.’ She looked at Priscilla 
who was lying on her stomach and kicking up her heels 
and said, with less than her usual assurance, 'Would you 
like to come and sleep in the bed next to mine?’ 

To gain time, Priscilla put a question of her own. ‘Was 
his Adam’s apple wobbling much?’ 

'I was too vexed to look,’ May said, and Priscilla laughed 
and gave an extra flourish with her heels. 

'Shall I have morning tea? All right, I’ll come,’ she said, 
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and she picked up her pyjamas and towels and went into 
the bathroom. 

^You shouldn’t have let her stay up/ May said. 

‘The difficulty was to prevent her from going down.’ 

‘It wouldn’t have done any harm, once in a way.’ 

‘I’ll change the sheets/ Susan said, beginning to strip 
Priscilla’s bed, 

‘Ring the bell. There’s no need for you to do itt’ 

‘I don’t mind. It’s rather a shame to disturb the kitchen.’ 

‘Now,’ said May, ‘you’re making me seem selfish and 
inconsiderate, but’, her lips trembled a little, ‘I’m not used 
to being alone. I’d like to have the child near me.’ 

Susan, standing in front of her with her arms full of linen, 
wisely restrained a sentimental impulse to bend down and 
kiss her. 

‘And why shouldn’t you?’ she asked cheerfully. ‘It will 
be fun for Priscilla and nothing else would have got her to 
bed with so little trouble.’ 

She carried her bundle down the passage and found her- 
self, to her own illumination, regretting that her father could 
not see her mother when he was not there. 



CHAPTER XXVII 


No one truly successful in the chosen profession need suffer 
very acutely from a suspicion of failure in another sphere, 
and Julia, hurrying homewards, from Celia’s flat, tried to 
fix her mind on the fact that, first and foremost, she was a 
mother. Next, in slightly less perfection, she was a wife 
and a long way after that she was sister-in-law, aunt and 
friend. Gladly, therefore, she hastened towards her children 
and the expression of her fullest self. 

She went across The Green and down The Avenue where 
the broad walk was roofed with the young leaves of the elms 
and in this pattern of leaf and twig, the blue of the sky had 
its part, for the whole was like a flattened dome of glass 
stained to a shimmering green and steady blue and set in 
the light firm clasp of iron wrought by a master. Issuing 
from this and without slackening her pace, she mounted 
the steep rise to the Downs, conscious of a slimness and speed 
remarkable in the mother of a family but explicable to her- 
self as the physical counterpart of her mental and spiritual 
fitness for her function. Whether to have suffered protracted 
agonies in giving birth to her six children or to have accom- 
plished it easily and gaily, was a difficult decision to make, 
and she never made it, for it was not really necessary. 
There were many ways of suggesting reminiscence and, as 
occasion and her company served, she could smile over a 
bitten lip of intense recollection, assume an expression of 
dedication to motherhood which brought its own serenity, 
or gallantly dismiss these experiences as her natural share 
in the battles which must be fought. And characteristically, 
when she topped the rise, she hardly saw the hawthorn 
bushes in flower and scattered in scores, like white haycocks 
of all sizes, on the Downs. They had a sweet, warm smell 
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in the quiet air and if she had not been alone Julia would 
have gazed and sniffed with ecstasy. Accompanied by her 
children, she would have had many pretty fancies about the 
heaps of blossom and with loving fingers she would have 
separated the flowers in the clusters to display the pale 
pink on their petals and offered to the young minds and 
senses that beauty on which she believed they should be 
fed. She had not time or attention for this beauty now. 
She was like the artist who works subconsciously when he 
is not in actual touch with his medium and towards her 
medium she was hurrying, hoping, it is true, that acquaint- 
ances would recognize her for what she was and whither 
she went so eagerly. 

Her home, the one in which part of John’s youth had been 
spent, stood with its back to the houses facing the Downs 
and the garden ran down the farther slope and spread 
beyond it. At the level of the Downs a short carriage drive 
led to the firont door; half-way down the hill there was an 
entrance to the garden and Julia often gave herself the 
trouble of descending and then returning for the sake of 
reaching home in this less formal manner, for the sake of the 
little people who might be at the nursery window and would 
see their mother coming towards them between the flower 
beds or across the lawn. Moreover, she liked her garden, she 
liked talking to the gardener and she had a real sense of home 
when she saw the solid, bow-windowed house looking down 
at her as she approached. Built by John’s father, it was the 
finflt of the drapery business and even Julia’s imagination 
could do very little for it with its short existence, but 
at least no other family had lived in it and everything 
must have a beginning. Her own father’s home, half 
farm, half manor house, had been young two centuries 
ago, and he, too, and his forebears had bought and sold, 
though not across a counter. He had looked and smelt and 
often spoken like the neighbouring ftirmers, and he worked. 
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at need, as they did, but always he carried with him a sense 
of the past, in his own place, on his own soil. He had not 
been pleased by John’s impetuous courtship of his daughter; 
he put a literal meaning on a stake in the country but, with 
his eye on a second wife hardly older than Julia, he 
grudgingly dropped his opposition and now he was dead, 
of injuries at the horns of his own bull, and Julia’s half- 
brother reigned in his stead and would soon be marrying 
and rearing his sons to the old calling. Two hundred years 
hence this house, built to last, would be venerable though 
it could not be beautiful. Thousands of meals cooked and 
eaten in it, births and deaths and marriages happening in 
it, all the emotions of its inhabitants, would go to enriching 
it and, by that time, the family of Fellows might be reckoned 
among the peerage, if John’s descendants were less convinced 
than he was that charity began and remained at home. 
But Julia was living in the present and she had to find present 
reasons for liking this house of unmellowed brick, faced with 
decorative panels in yellow stone, and she found them in 
the knowledge that within these walls she was alternately 
scolded and adored by John, that here she adored her 
children though she could not be said to scold them, that 
here, most potent reason of all, she faced the future. She 
would have said she had no fear of it and, indeed, she did 
not think of it except in terms of happiness. Its only real 
shadow was the shop and in its shade she could have most 
of the things she wanted, but the future waited, unknown, 
capricious, as full of danger as a strange country possessed 
by savages and beasts of prey. The fortunate, the wary, 
might escape: the best of people, and Julia quite simply, 
saw herself among them, might fall to a poisoned arrow or 
the blow of a great paw and she feared that on poor May 
who had been fortunate but who was neither wary nor 
particularly good, a blow had fallen already. She did not 
remember that there were poisons which were not neces- 
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sarily mortal and that they could be administered by a 
friendly hand. She told herself she must be tolerant of May’s 
unfairness and for an hour, while she sat at the head of the 
table and dealt with meat and vegetables and a milk pudding 
which would certainly have evoked Miss Riggs’s scorn, 
while she chatted encouragingly when there was a silence 
and wished the children were less sensitively reserved, or 
listened eagerly when they talked, she forgot May 
altogether. 

Of her six children only four were at home, Robert and 
Sybil staying at school for their midday meal, and only the 
youngest, now five years old, was entirely frank in his 
desires and demands. The others had, at times, a sort of 
discretion, a means of communication among themselves, 
seen in children who are with people or in situations they 
do not entirely trust, and then Julia was like a person 
admitted into a society of familiar friends and anxious, by 
appreciation of their jokes and adoption of their catchwords, 
to show herself worthy of full membership. 

Of this company there was Christopher, fair and handsome, 
too stout and tall for his age and a little backward at his 
books, but entering Radstowe School next term: there was 
Rachel, her pretty likeness to her mother spoilt by pro- 
truding teeth which gave her a permanently deprecating 
expression: there was Mary, a solemn child, a greedy reader 
and an advanced one for her years, apt to hide herself in 
corners with a book and not, her mother feared, a natural 
sharer, and there was Paul, still clumsy with his spoon and 
fork and likely to besmear his bib. 

Julia loved these evidences of babyhood. A stern sense of 
duty alone persuaded her to correct and aid and as she 
looked at him and saw him a little more skilful than he was 
yesterday, she told herself with a sort of desperation that 
she must have another child, a creature utterly helpless 
and dependent on her, without speech which puzzled 

202 



oftener than it explamed, with appetites and no elusive 
thoughts. 

‘How,’ she asked brightly, for she believed in a mitigated 
candour in these matters, ‘would you like a baby brother, 
or a baby sister?’ 

‘Hate it,’ said Christopher. 

Rachel said nothing, but she gave a series of little nods, 
her teeth were tightened on her lip, her bright blue eyes had a 
fixed gleam. Mary and Paul ignored the question altogether 
and Julia left it where it was, in her own mind as a practical 
proposition, in Rachel’s as a dream which might come true. 
And a more immediate matter now occupied Julia’s atten- 
tion. Something must be done about Rachel’s teeth. All 
her emotions, and she was still held by her dream, seemed to 
emphasize their salience. They were strong and healthy, 
as such teeth usually are, but how woTold they affect her 
future? Psychologically, in the long run, would she suffer 
more through having them controlled by a disfiguring gold 
band or through keeping them in their present position 
for the rest of her life? May was constantly saying the child’s 
teeth should receive attention and this had stiffened Julia 
into inactivity, but her little failure that morning had had 
its effect. In the shaking of her self-confidence, some of the 
mistiness with which she siurounded herself had been 
dispersed and very clearly she saw Rachel’s teeth and 
Christopher’s roughness; she almost saw the separate world 
in which the children lived, almost admitted her half- 
fear of Robert, an adolescent with his father’s temper 
disguised as sulkiness, and her consciousness of Sybil’s fore- 
sight in resisting an affection which, encouraged, would 
have demanded a knowledge of her secret mind. But Julia 
created her own mist, and it settled down again when she had 
kissed the children before they went off to the occupations of 
the aRemoon and she went to the telephone to speak to 
John. 
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She was kept waiting for some time before John sharply 
asked her what she wanted. 

Just to help youj if you need me, John.’ 

‘Ah, thank you very much. I’m going into some rather 
complicated figures at the moment.’ 

‘Stephen’s?’ 

She could hear the vexed sound of his tongue against 
his teeth. ‘Stephen’s?’ he said. ‘I’m a draper, not an 
accountant.’ 

He always, she reminded herself, stressed the nature of his 
business when he was cross with her, and he was always cross 
with her when someone else had angered him. 

‘But you’re worried, darling.’ 

‘Yes, I’m worried,’ he said grimly. 

‘Tell me, please.’ 

‘Better not.’ 

‘But you know I always want to share.’ 

‘Well, then, if you must have it, I’m worried because you’ve 
interrupted me at a very inconvenient moment.’ 

‘About Stephen?’ 

‘Stephen! Stephen! Stephen’s having a holiday and I 
wish I could have one, too.’ 

‘Then,’ she said, and in her voice there was a note of 
disappointment as weU as one of suffering at this harshness, 
‘then, isn’t there anything wrong?’ 

‘Not that I know of. Why should there be? You’ve too 
much imagination, my dear,’ he said, finishing the conversa- 
tion. 

This remark, meant as a reproach, was something of a 
solace. It was not, however, enough of one to quell her 
indignation. It was just like John to repudiate his judgment 
when he found it faulty and to blame her for the very ideas 
he had put into her head. This was not a new experience, 
but small wrongs are more powerful in their accumulation 
than they are negligible in their familiarity, and she sat 
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beside the telephone, biting her lip and looking very much 
like Rachel, indulging herself in a lively hatred of John, 
his impatience, his unfairness, and that tenderness which he 
considered compensation enough for all the rest. And she 
decided that she would not have another of his children. 
What were they, she asked, enjoying her bitterness and 
remembering the unresponsive brood at the dinner table, 
but posts of varying sizes in this fence which went by the 
name of marriage? Another one, as she recognized, would 
hardly strengthen what was already too strong to break, 
but she was in no mood to drive it in at her own choice. 
She was enraged by John’s masculine belief in the sufficiency 
of his lasting passion for her, his primitive conviction that 
she was honoured by it and for its sake must gladly endure 
his faults of character and his intolerance of her own. 
In this rarely candid moment, she searched her mind for 
any other reason why she should like him and could not find 
one, but he was a habit and she would have been lost 
without him. There was nothing tangible, within his means, 
he would not give her. This little sitting-room, hung and 
studded with photographs of the children, where she wrote 
her letters and tried to keep her accounts, read all the 
newest novels and laid her psychological treatises in 
prominent positions, was evidence of his lavishness from the 
hand-made letter paper on her writing-table to the hand- 
woven carpet on which her small feet were pressed. But, 
her heart cried, she wanted more than that, more than 
caresses; she wanted the respect of a man who was friend 
as well as lover and John coiild not be the friend she needed 
until he recognized her quality. 

T don’t like him,’ she whispered sadly. T suppose I love 
him, but I don’t like him.’ 

Then the telephone bell rang and she heard his voice, 
loving, apologetic, asking forgiveness for his roughness, and 
she knew that, with all his faults, she liked as well as loved 
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him, that here was the person on whom she could ultimately 
depend. She was more wife than mother in that moment, 
and if she had been honest with herself, she would have 
attributed most of her late dissatisfaction to another catise 
than John, to the fear that, after all, she was not to have the 
pleasure of pitying May. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

The possibility of losing May altogether as a person to pity 
or to envy, with whom to gossip or gently quarrel, did not 
occur to Julia until the next morning when she awaited 
the usual message and received none. Since the days when 
she was a young wife and inexperienced housekeeper, a girl 
without a friend in the place to which marriage had brought 
her. May had telephoned every morning, ready, at first, 
to offer assistance, advice or company, and thereafter, 
though the relationship of the two had slowly changed, the 
custom had persisted. It was part of the daily ritual, like 
telephoning to the butcher. Celia had often wondered what 
direction their lives would have taken without the influence 
of this means of communication, and she, who was apt to 
count her blessings, found one of them in the poverty 
which denied her the possession of this instrument and spared 
her the invasion of family voices. 

This morning, Julia was restless under May’s silence. She 
might have been conscience-stricken if John, bearing flowers 
as a peace-offering on his return last night and still scornful 
of any suspicion about Stephen’s professional affairs, had 
not sadly excited her with suspicions of another kind. 

^You’ve only to listen to May,’ he said, justifying himself. 

Julia shook her head wisely. T know,’ she sighed. 

^Not,’ John continued, 'that it’s an excuse, though it 
might be a reason. There is no excuse for that sort of 
thing. Plenty of reasons, of course.’ 

A little uneasy at this remark but, with one of his roses in 
her belt, tactfully letting it go, she said she was afraid May 
had never tried to be a companion to Stephen. 

'And a good thing too! That kind of woman’s the worst 
of all. Trying to understand when, obviously, she can’t. 
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That^s very boring. What I like about you is that you’re a 
wife and don’t pretend to be anything else.’ 

‘I’m a mother, too,’ she said. 

‘And that’s just part of being a wife,’ he said, little knowing 
how his complacency sharpened the wits he did not like 
in a woman. 

Was he abysmally dull, she asked her gently smiling self, 
in having missed the careful thought, the actual study she 
had given to the training of their children? It was this 
insensibility, the impossibility of getting on to equal terms 
with him, which made May’s society so desirable. She was 
stupid but, like John, she was a habit, and the stupidest 
woman has some feminine perception wherein the chief 
value is its difference from the masculine variety. She does 
not expect or want any logical sequence of ideas; she can 
leap the conversational ditches by which a man is baffled: 
she may criticize and quarrel and though she will dismiss 
opinions as worthless, she maintains an ardent interest 
in the person who forms them and an untiring curiosity. 
It was, perhaps, curiosity which Julia most missed in John, 
and it was a strange lack in a man who made the family 
affairs so much his own and could even feel aggrieved 
because Celia had not let him read her telegram. 

‘Crumpled it up in her hand,’ he told Julia, ‘as though 
she was afraid I’d try to take it from her. What made her 
do that, d’you think? It’s not as if I ever try to interfere 
with anybody.’ 

He would speculate about such little matters, yet, finding 
Julia in a muse or sensitively fluttering her eyelashes, would 
never ask her what she was thinking of, what she was feeling. 

Now it was half-past ten, long after May must have 
finished with the tradespeople, and Julia was able to wait 
no longer, but it was Susan who answered the telephone 
call and her cool voice had courteous surprise in it when her 
aunt asked if there were any news. 
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‘Then’, said Julia, "may I speak to your mother?’ 

"I don’t like to bring her down,’ Susan said. "She’s in 
the linen cupboard, very busy. Gan I give her a message.’ 

‘No,’ Julia said. Just my love, dear, and keep her 
occupied. It’s the best thing for her. Good girls! And if 
I’m wanted. I’ll come at once.’ 

But she knew she would not be wanted, and no one, at 
the moment, wanted her at home. All the children were at 
school except Paul and he was taking the air with a nurse 
who found it fresher on the Downs than in the garden and, 
with an eye on her mistress’s weakness, thought a larger 
world was better for the child’s development than the con- 
fines of his home. Whatever the inspiration of these opinions, 
they were right. The Downs were a good place for anyone 
and particularly for a child. Vastly greater than himself, 
belonging to him no more than to anybody else, they gave 
him an opportunity, which Julia hoped and believed he 
took, for exercising his imagination, and the most stolid 
child, the one most resistant to impressions, could hardly 
escape the sight and smell of the hawthorn, a sense of 
space, high skies and pageantry, for here, people on horses, 
people sitting or strolling under the old trees, humdrum 
people, sober matrons, children shouting as they played, 
tired, shabby folk taking what ease they could on the hard 
seats, even the nursemaids and the babies in perambulators, 
contributed to a whole which became fixed in the mind, 
though the details might be forgotten, with the permanent 
significance of a fine picture depicting a scene of no apparent 
significance at all. Almost, it might have been a scene set 
on a stage, for though, on one side, the Downs slipped easily 
into a suburb of outer Radstowe, on all the others they were 
lifted above the level of their surroundings and the conscious- 
ness of this elevation was strongest where the Downs met 
the cliff edge without any masking of the sheer drop by the 
trees and bushes which, farther southward, concealed the 
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gorge. Here, close to Paiiline Carey’s garden but on a 
higher level, a low wall topped by railings secured the 
public and gave it the safe contemplation of river, ships, 
gulls, the woods on the other, gentler side of the water, and a 
fer view of ghostly hills beyond the channel. It was here, 
farthest from the city, nearest to the sea, poised hundreds of 
feet above the river and the road bordering it, that design 
was manifest, the scene set, the picture composed. The 
sheep, though they were dull grey lumps, had their place 
in it; the riders, though they might bump in their saddles 
and the horses hardly needed reins, so well they knew where 
a path crossed the grass or a road stopped it, provided an 
air of gallantry; their movements seemed to fit those of the 
high clouds; the thud of hooves, creak of leather and jingle 
of steel were complementary to the wind in the branches 
and to the sound, sometimes a call, sometimes a comment, 
of a steamer hooting at the river bends. 

All this was part of young Paul’s daily fare, but Julia 
wished he were in the garden. She felt, indeed, and without 
pretence, very lonely this morning. John, as usual, had 
given her a hezirty kiss before he drove off to his shop, but 
whom had he been kissing? Whom had the children, aU 
but Robert, kissed? Robert had gone to the school he 
secretly loved and dreaded leaving, but he seemed to go 
unwillingly, to be sullenly enduring his lot. He was a 
stranger and had been one for years. He had reached an 
age when he was almost beyond any care she could give 
him and when, therefore, she could admit that he had 
faults. They were surface ones, no doubt, usual at his 
time of life, but as a member of the family he made no 
contribution of affection and gave no sign of any enthusiasms. 
Was this a phase through which Christopher and Paul 
would have to go? It was against all her instincts to make 
any complaints about the children to John, or to ask for 
counsel, and May, the silent May, who must not be disturbed 
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this morning, had no experience of sons. Julia rejoiced in 
this dispensation of Providence, for May’s son might have 
been affectionate, confiding, one of those sons who are 
almost like young lovers to their mothers. Her son would 
certainly, for so things happened, have taken his brains 
from his father; he would have gone to the university and 
then, perhaps, to the Bar, or been faithful to his father’s 
branch of the profession, while Robert who was no scholar, 
whose father saw no value in any privilege he had not 
enjoyed himself, was doomed to the shop, not, immediately, 
to the family establishment, but to some equally big one 
in another town where he could learn the trade. How was 
she going to announce that to her acquaintances? In this 
matter she failed in her conviction that all things worked 
together for good. She ardently wished that Robert would 
have a serious call to the ministry, in the Church of England. 
It would be well worth his father’s fury, yet she knew that 
in this still half-feudal place, though Robert became a 
bishop, the old families in the neighbourhood and the 
haughty ones whose fortunes flourished on wholesale trade, 
though they had probably had beginnings as humble as 
John’s grandfather’s little shop, would never forgive the 
draper for the sake of the bishop. They would merely be 
sorry for the dignitary of the Church and nervous for the 
Church’s dignity. 

Thinking of these difficulties and turning slowly into the 
house to fetch her gloves, for a larger world would help 
her as well as Paul, she began to wonder whether some of 
Robert’s sullenness could be for the fate awaiting him, 
whether it was her duty to conquer her unacknowledged 
fear of him and promise her support in any future he desired. 
Perhaps dumbly, all the time, he was longing for the word 
that would unloose his tongue and a series of pictures 
immediately flashed past her mental eye. She was comfort- 
ing Robert, she was braving John; she was very unhappy in 
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the dissension with her husband, but she was marvellously 
sustained in her gentle inflexibility. And, at the actual 
moment, she was inspirited with purpose. She forgot the 
loneliness which, almost without her knowledge, had been 
slowly impelling her towards May, persuading her that her 
own pride must be subdued and consolation enforced. She 
was glad, now, to be alone with her thoughts, her plan of 
campaign, her prospect of victory, and when she left the 
garden by the lower gate and turned upwards towards the 
Downs, she might have neglected her usual glance at Mrs. 
Carey’s winding drive if a familiar figure had not emerged 
at that moment through the gate. 

It was Celia, unfortunately without Mrs. Carey, but 
carrying as spoils a great armful of early roses. She wore a 
rather faded dark blue cotton frock; her hat, like all her 
hats except the famous French one, was of the simple shape 
which can be worn, without peculiarity, for years. It was 
evident that this one had been so worn and yet Julia, 
coming on her unexpectedly and before she had time to 
check the thought, had told herself that Celia looked almost 
beautiful and like the lady of the manor who chooses to do 
her gardening in her old clothes or can safely ignore them 
altogether. She had a calm air of indifference to what 
anyone might think of her, not because she was herself 
indifferent to people, but because while she was interested 
in herself, as any intelligent person must be, she did not 
expect or wish to arouse interest in others, she had no 
apologies to make for what she was not, or explanations of 
what she was. 

Something of this kind Jxilia divined in the moment before 
Celia raised her head and saw her sister-in-law, a little person 
dressed with the studied simplicity of one of the ladies in 
John’s summer catalogue, but producing her usual effect of 
ribbons, reticules and mittens. 

‘How lovely!’ Julia said, referring to the roses. ‘We can’t 
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grow them like that. Too many trees, but I’d rather have 
the trees. Wouldn’t you?’ 

‘Yes. In your garden!’ 

‘In any garden.’ 

In honesty, she ought to have excepted Mrs. Carey’s. 
She had only had glimpses of it from the cliff wall and very 
unsatisfactory ones, for though there were no forest trees in 
it, there were small ones and flowering shrubs cunningly 
arranged to act as screens. 

The roots of your trees would pull Mrs. Carey’s 
terraces to pieces,’ Celia said, ‘but sTie has roses for half 
the year.’ 

‘And she has been very generous with them to-day.’ 

‘Oh, I helped myself.’ 

T shouldn’t have liked that. I should have been afraid to 
take what I really wanted. I should have felt very awkward,’ 
Julia said dehcately. 

‘So did I. I couldn’t find the garden scissors where 
they’re always kept and I couldn’t find the gardener, so I 
had to borrow a kitchen knife and I wasn’t very clever with 
it. There’s something very grand about snipping roses 
with a pair of scissors, but I felt rather a butcher with the 
knife.’ 

‘But wasn’t Mrs. Carey with you?’ 

‘No, she’s away.’ 

‘Oh, I see. And she said you might have the flowers.’ 

‘No. I just took them.’ 

‘But Celia , . .’ JuHa began gently. 

They had mounted the slight slope and with their backs 
to the few houses facing the Downs, they had a view at once 
pastoral and sophisticated. The grass and trees, browsing 
sheep and playing children were changeless things : the cars 
moving on the white roads, here, close to the cliff wall and 
farther off, much diminished, were like toys set going on a 
vzLSt nursery floor, varying in design, bound, like other toys, 
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to fall out of fashion, and they were of no more real impor- 
tance to the essence of the picture than a mode of dress 
discarded centuries ago. 

‘But Celia dear,’ Julia said, ‘do you think that was a wise 
thing to do?’ 

‘It was a nice one.’ 

‘For the moment, yes.’ 

‘And one must live in the moment.’ 

‘How I wish I could!’ Julia sighed, but, seeing no curiosity 
in Celia’s face and feeling a good deal of her own, she 
postponed the problem of Robert’s future. ‘I mean . . . Oh, 
but perhaps Mr. Carey was there?’ 

‘No,’ Celia said, and she looked, as Julia thought after- 
wards, a little sly. 

‘But the servants will tell her when she comes back, won’t 
they?’ 

‘I expect so. I hadn’t thought of that. Shall I go and ask 
them not to? How much do you think their silence would 
cost? Much more than I can afford, I’m afraid. And I 
can’t put the roses back, can I?’ 

Julia gave a half-playful shake of her head which could be 
interpreted either as reproof or as appreciation of Celia’s 
fim. ‘Did you know Mrs. Carey was away?’ 

‘Of course. That’s why I took my chance.’ 

‘I don’t know how you dared!’ 

‘I’m rather a desperate character,’ Celia said mildly. 
‘Which way were you going? But wait a minute. I want to 
look at the river.’ 

Julia followed her to the railings. ‘Very beautiful,’ she 
said, and having psdd her hasty tribute, she pronounced 
Celia’s name agaiin in the tone she used towards her children 
when she knew they would not be happy until they had 
cleared themselves of suspicion or confessed their faults. 

‘Celia, how did you know where the garden scissors were 
kept?’ 
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^How’, asked Celia, ‘do burglars know where the diamonds 
are? It’s a sixth sense.’ 

‘In the house?’ 

‘No, no,’ Celia said. ‘I’m not going to tell you. I may 
be a hardened criminal myself, but I’ve never put temptation 
in the way of innocence.’ 

‘What a tease you are. I believe you’ve been teasing me 
all the time, because you’d never really go and pick any- 
body’s flowers like that. What would Catherine think of it? 
What would Gerald say?’ 

‘What would Catherine say? What would Gerald think? 
I wonder. Yes, how right you are!’ Nimbly, in spite of her 
burden, she stepped on to the low wall, leaned over the rail- 
ings, and let the roses fall. ‘Now,’ she asked from her perch, 
‘are you satisfied? Out of sight, out of mind, but there’s 
one, a lovely one, caught on a spike of rock.’ 

‘It won’t stay there long,’ Julia said. ‘Well, you’ve done 
your best, but we can never get rid of the past altogether, 
can we?’ 

‘No, thank goodness, and it looks fairly firmly fixed,^ 
Celia said, peering down. ‘I think it will stay there until it 
dies.’ 

‘But what a waste!’ Julia exclaimed. ‘It would have been 
better to take them back to the house and have made some 
sort of excuse about them.’ 

‘Would you have come with me’? Celia asked, giving her 
an odd glance. 

Julia looked brave. ‘Yes, I should have felt very uncom- 
fortable, but I would have done it.’ 

‘And I believe you,’ Celia said heartily. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 


They separated affectionately as people will when they have 
served each other well. Celia had had her amusement and 
Julia had made her influence felt and this had strengthened 
her for a sterner battle. 

. ‘I must get back for the children’s dinner. We’re never 
free, we mothers,’ Julia said brightly. 

. ‘No, it’s most unfortunate for tlie children,’ Celia replied, 
but Julia fancied she was beginning to understand her 
sister-in-law and looked suitably roguish before she tripped 
off towards her home, while Celia, in spite of her fear that 
she had left a kettle, which must be dry by this time, on the 
gas, went slowly in the other direction, without her roses. 

She was glad she had let them go, glad, too, that one of 
them had remained in sight, refusing to be quite cast away. 
She was free of everything in Pauline’s garden, but she ought 
to have left them blooming on their trees. Good news and 
Richard’s love ought to have been enough for her, but, she 
supposed, as she had often been told in childhood, the 
more she had, the more she wanted. A long telegram from 
Pauline, who never omitted her prepositions in these missives 
or left anything economically vague, had sent Celia over 
the Downs on some small errands and to await a telephone 
message in comfort. The errands were not important: they 
were a thoughtful pretext for getting her to the house and 
hearing the details she must be wanting. It had been an 
anxious night, but Richard was much better, almost within 
sight of safety and he sent his love. Was that only another 
proof of Pauline’s thoughtfulness? ‘No, I must have it, 
I must have it,’ Celia said to herself, and she thought it was 
like the rose caught on a spike of rock, a lovely remnant of 
what she might have had. It had been an anxious night, 
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Pauline said. Had he been in pain, or beyond the 
power of feeling it? She did not know what turns such illness 
took but, at least, she had suffered too and she had wept 
while, perhaps, as he fancied himself near death, the past 
appeared to him as it is said to rise before a drowning 
man. And then, in the morning, with the past far more 
real than the future, he had sent his love. She wished, now, 
that she had given him more to remember, yet she believed 
that, in their restraint, they had given themselves, as it were, 
a scaflFolding on which memory could build wonders, and 
she had gone thus far in her thoughts and not very far 
across the Downs, when she heard her name called again. 
It was a pretty name, but Julia used it too often, and now, 
a little out of breath with her pursuit, she repeated it. 

‘Celia! I never asked you about Stephen!’ 

‘About Stephen?’ 

‘Yes, what you think of him.’ 

‘I like him very much.’ 

‘I didn’t ask you what you felt. I asked you what you 
thought,’ Julia exclaimed with surprising sharpness. 

‘True, but how feminine of me!’ 

‘Yes.’ Julia immediately looked romantically sad. ‘And 
it’s possible to go on loving people in spite of everything.’ 

‘What’s John been doing?’ Celia inquired. 

Again Julia hesitated. This was difficult, for while it was 
interesting to be unhappy, and John was indeed a frequent 
trial, being unhappy in marriage might suggest some failure 
in herself, so, with one of her many varieties of headshake, 
she denied any preoccupation with her own affairs. ‘I’m 
thinking, all the time, of poor dear May.’ 

‘Why aren’t you with her?’ Celia asked with smiling spite. 
‘You don’t often miss your morning promenade.’ 

Julia blushed a little, T don’t think she wants to leave the 
house. But I shall call this afternoon. Just to be there. 
Of course I shan’t mention anything unpleasant . . .’ 

217 



^No/ Suddenly Celia felt a desire to tell the truth to this 
little person who never knew whether or not she was telling 
the truth herself. 'You did enough of that yesterday.* 

The ready tears sprang to Julia’s eyes. 'But I wanted to 
prepare her! I wanted to help!’ she pleaded. 

'I know, I know. Such a mistake.’ 

'But what else are we here for?’ Julia cried. 

'To mind our own business,’ Celia said, and, as Julia’s lips 
parted to emit familiar quotations, she slowly lifted a hand. 
'Yes, I know all that, too, but it’s the spirit that matters, 
not the letter. And you see, I’m just as bad as you are! 
Being helpful, giving advice! Forget it.’ 

'You haven’t given any advice I’m likely to take,’ Julia 
said with dignity, 'but I shan’t be able to forget that you’ve 
been unkind. For the first time.’ 

'Well, that isn’t a bad record, is it? But it wasn’t a good 
day to choose. It caught me on the rebound, I suppose. 
It’s always dangerous to feel happy.’ 

'Happy!’ Julia exclaimed. She was affronted by this 
callousness. 'How can you feel happy?’ 

'By the exercise of a rigid economy,’ Celia explained gravely, 

'And wasting those lovely roses after you’d stolen them!’ 
Julia said, and her pertly defiant expression, that of a school- 
girl quarrelling with another, that of a meek maidservant 
suddenly turning on her mistress, startled Celia a little 
with the possibilities it suggested. 

'Run home, my dear,’ she said coolly, 'and as you go 
you can make up a little parable about the roses to give 
the children with their dinner. I don’t quite see the moral 
at the moment, but I expect you’ll find one. And if I don’t 
hurry, Catherine won’t have a dinner at all, let alone any 
sauce with it.’ 

In Julia’s mind, the idea of Celia’s good-natured stupidity 
had gone for ever. It was a loss which had to be replaced 
and, as though by a miracle, the void was filled, for there 
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was the sound of a car in Mrs. Carey’s drive and though it 
was not the yellow one of which both Julia and May deplored 
the vulgarity and Julia felt a pang of disappointment, she 
was more than restored by the sight of a much more modest 
car, driven much more slowly by Mr. Carey who had a red 
rose in his coat. 

He did not know her, nor did he seem to see her as he 
turned carefully into the road. She blushed for the rose he 
wore, a match to some of those Celia had carried, and 
she thought astutely, with excitement, that if they had not 
been valuable to Celia or if Mrs. Carey had presented them, 
she would not have thrown them away. Celia was a wolf 
in sheep’s clothing and what made it worse was that the 
fleece was particularly white and soft. But Julia was 
generous. She recognized that a wolf, in his own opinion, 
had the right to live and the right, for that purpose, to use his 
wits, and how r:ould she tell to what straits Celia had been 
put, to what she had been forced? And before she reached 
home, Julia had developed Gerald into a bully who drove 
his wife to the cajolery of the man who could help him. 

It was a dramatic story and she enjoyed it, but it had its 
weakness for, in that case, surely Celia would have carried 
home the proof of her pitiful endeavours. No, it would not 
do, and Julia was brought to the conclusion that Celia was 
not a hungry wolf but a playful one. She would not believe 
it was anything worse than that, but how dangerous it was 
and how pathetic in an ageing woman, and she ran up the 
stairs of her home and into her big sunny bedroom and saw 
herself, clad in pale pink, slim hipped, with big blue eyes 
shaded by dark lashes, the mother of six children and 
looking like a girl. 

But she was very quiet at the midday meal, a little 
absent-minded, and she did not notice that the children 
were more talkative than usual. They knew she was tem- 
porarily safe in her own universe and only Rachel wondered 
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what she saw there. She waited until the others had left 
the room before she approached her mother with her air 
of apprehension and the offering of her damp little kiss, 
and Julia, receiving this, was reminded of the problem of 
the child’s teeth and so to that of Robert’s fiitvure, John’s 
indifference to the first and inevitable violence about the 
second. 

‘Are you thinking about that baby?’ Rachel inquired. 

Julia never told her children a lie, but she never missed 
an opportunity of tightening natural bonds and, putting an 
arm round Rachel’s narrow waist, she sighed, 

‘I’m not sure that we can have one, darling.’ 

‘Is that why you’re sad?’ 

‘Sad? Mother’s never sad!’ She enumetated some of the 
many causes she and Rachel had for happiness, but the 
child’s only response was a fiercer clutching of her lower lip. 
Then she released it and said stubbornly, ‘I want the baby. 
And it was a sort of promise.’ 

‘But darling, how coxild I promise a thing like that?’ 

This was a question Rachel’s knowledge did not enable 
her to answer. She shook her head rapidly, choked down a 
sob and rushed out of the room, leaving Julia with the horrid 
fear that the child’s maternal instincts might be permanently 
injured. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

But, on the other hand, she thought, for there was always 
another hand with Julia, this frustration, if such it proved to 
be, might be the very best thing for Rachel’s character, 
best, in the end, for Rachel’s own children, and without 
exactly following her own mental processes which were the 
courtship and marriage of this child, she decided that she 
really must make an appointment with the dentist. This 
decision was possibly strengthened by the sight of herself 
as she stood in her petticoat in front of the long glass. She 
was not vain but she could not help knowing she was pretty. 
Her dressing-table was bright with glass and silver; she had 
all the usual pots and bottles and all of them were empty, 
for her lips and cheeks and eyes needed no assistance and 
she was thankful that Heaven had spared her the temptation 
of supplying its omissions and the discomfort of perpetrating 
a fraud. 

She reached for a more formal frock than the one she had 
taken off, then dropped an empty hand. She did not know 
and would not decide until much later, whether it was her 
good sense, her delicacy, her instinct, her wisdom, discretion 
or generosity towards Celia, that persuaded her not to visit 
May that afternoon, not to tell her a little story which might 
distress more than it interested her. It was certainly delicacy 
which rejected the grander dress and donned another 
simple one, a pale blue linen with white collar and cuffs, 
and it was as a form of offering the other cheek that she 
determined to take Celia the best flowers in the garden. 
It was more than that, for if Celia had any fine perceptions, 
she would read a message in the homely innocence of the 
bunch which was to replace the one she had thrown away. 
The best flowers were not very good, but the whole point 
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of her errand would be lost if she bought better ones from a 
shop. This was just to be a posy from the garden where Celia’s 
nephews and nieces played. She glanced down at the lawn 
but again there was no child there, and Julia sighed. Too 
much of the larger world was as bad as too little of it. There 
was rest for young minds in the peace of the garden and she 
would have to speak to nurse about it, but she was a for- 
midable woman and, in one of her unguarded moments, 
it occurred to Julia that her house was strangely full of people 
of that kind. Her cook, without the excuse of being an 
accomplished one, would hardly allow Julia in the kitchen; 
the middle-aged parlourmaid was inclined to be con- 
descendingly instructive about the customs of really good 
society; the pretty housemaid, clicking about the house in 
her ridiculously high-heeled shoes, wore on her face as 
clearly as though it were emblazoned on a banner, a warning 
against any kind of interference. Julia had always wanted 
her servants to be happy and she had not the least doubt that 
they were, yet May’s seemed to be happy too, though she 
did not try to understand them, demanded much more of 
them and had free access to her larder every morning. 
She simply saw that they were well fed, had comfortable 
beds and a reasonable amount of leisure and ignored the 
moods to which Julia was so sensitive. 

With patient ruefulness, Julia lifted her eyebrows at her 
mirrored reflection. She knew she would never conquer 
her desire to understand, to put things right, to make people 
happy, and in complete sincerity, as far as this aspect of 
herself was concerned, she arrived at the Terrace with her 
bouquet. There, on the stone staircase of Celia’s house, 
she overtook Celia herself, accompanied in her ascent by a 
little woman in buttoned boots who held to the rail of the 
banisters with one hand and grasped an umbrella in the 
other. 

Celia turned at the sound of footsteps and there was less 
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surprise in her smile than Julia felt at seeing it. ‘I thought 
you might come/ she said. ‘Mrs. Marston, this is my 
iDrother’s wife, and Julia, this is Gerald’s mother.’ 

Mrs. Marston nodded stiffly in answer to Julia’s tender 
look of pleasure, then marched laboriously ahead. 

‘These stairs must be too much for her,’ Julia said with 
commiseration. 

‘No,’ said Celia. ‘She can hop up and down very quickly 
and almost silently when she likes. This difficulty is only an 
expression of her feelings.’ 

‘Unwilling?’ Julia queried hopefully. 

‘Yes and no,’ Celia replied for though no one likes being 
deprived of a grievance, there is compensation in the hope of 
finding another and Celia knew this was what had changed 
into acceptance Mrs. Marston’s refusal to come to tea. 
Wishing to please Gerald, to make amends for Catherine’s 
behaviour yesterday, to return thanks for blessings received, 
Celia had called at the little house round the corner and 
found her mother-in-law sitting with folded hands in the 
parlour which seemed cold even on this warm day and, 
still more chilled by the fan of white paper in the grate. 
No doubt she had seen Celia’s arrival, for the window was 
close to the front door and had taken up that attitude of 
loneliness and desertion, but for Celia this increased rather 
than lessened the pathos of an existence which was dependent 
for its happiness on a pretence of misery, and so with coaxings 
which went very much against the grain, she had induced 
Mrs. Marston to put on her bonnet and her silk mantle, 
her boots she wore already, and have her tea under her 
son’s roof. 

‘I’m so devoted to old people,’ Julia remarked, hastening 
after Mrs. Marston who was already near Celia’s door and 
who, even to Julia’s enthusiastic eye, could hardly have the 
attributes proper to an old lady. She had not a grey hair on 
her head, she looked as though she had been cast in iron: she 
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was fixed permanently at the age when she found that life 
had disappointed her; she would never reach the age when 
less rigid people begin to wonder how they have failed 
life. 

‘So strange/ Julia was saying while Celia turned the key, 
‘that we have never met before.’ 

‘Not at all/ said Mrs. Marston. 

‘But/ said Julia, gaily adapting her remark to the standard 
of her hearer, ‘it’s better late than never.’ 

Mrs. Marston gave a wry smile, hardly more than a 
reluctant determination not to contradict, and carried, her 
umbrella into the sitting-room. 

Julia lingered in the passage. ‘Not very well, perhaps?’ 
she suggested. 

‘Perfectly. She enjoys rude health,’ Celia said, but Julia 
missed the little jest. She was determined to make Mrs. 
Marston happy and, tripping after her, she showed her the 
simple bunch of flowers and Mrs. Marston obediently 
looked, but she said nothing. 

‘I brought them for Celia. Celia,’ she paused, ‘I brought 
them for you. I know they are very ordinary little things 
but I thought you might like them.’ 

‘I do, very much.’ 

‘And after all, if they were as rare as orchids, we should 
think they were just as beautiful. We get so used to everyday 
things and forget how lovely they are. Sunsets, for instance. 
Didn’t somebody say we should appreciate them much more 
if we had to pay for them? And I’m afraid it’s true.’ 

Mrs. Marston, perhaps by accident, gave a slight thump 
with the point of her umbrella. Repeated, the sound could 
have been taken for applause; alone, it evoked in Celia a 
mild spasm of affection for her mother-in-law. 

‘But children,’ Julia continued, merely thinking it was a 
pity Mrs. Marston had not left her umbrella in the passage, 
‘they see the beauty of a litde daisy on the lawn.’ 
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‘And yet it’s a disgrace to your gardener/ Celia said. 
‘Queer, isn’t it?’ 

‘And these flowers,’ said Mrs. Marston, moved by an 
unfortunate association of ideas, ‘would be all the better 
for a drop of water.’ 

‘They are going to have it,’ Celia said, and carried them 
to the kitchen. 

She had a good deal of pleasure in leaving her visitors 
to entertain each other, Mrs. Marston with her natural 
dislike for anyone who had more of this world’s goods than 
she had herself, and Julia who always knew how to find 
compensations for the unfortunate. What she did not suspect 
was that these two could meet happily in discussion of her- 
self, with the kind of enthusiasm on Julia’s part which leaves 
all the important things unsaid, or suggested and immediately 
regretted as uncharitable, with appeals for their being for- 
gotten and hopes of their being mistaken, an excellent open- 
ing for Mrs. Marston’s grief at losing a son and gaining 
so little in exchange. 

Celia did her duty by the flowers, trying not to treat them 
as she would have enjoyed treating Julia, but she did not 
take them to the sitting-room until the tea-tray was equipped. 
Her thoughts, as she moved slowly about the kitchen, 
travelled in a small circle but went much faster than she 
did. They leapt from the little flat to London, and lingered 
there, returned to wonder why Jimmy had come home so 
late last night, long after she had finished crying with her 
mouth pressed against her pillow: they went swifdy to 
Stephen’s unknown destination and carefully looked for 
Hester in a different place: they darted to Gerald but did not 
stay there, flickered, a litde troubled, between Jimmy and 
Susan and rested, in temporary content, on Catherine. 
Celia’s was a narrow world, but what more was the greater 
world than a container of personalities and the pain and 
happiness they could bestow on their fellows? Here, in 
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little, were most of the emotions, preoccupations and duties 
common to mankind — love, dislike, anxiety and doubt and 
the perpetual problem of right and wrong, the need to earn 
bread and eat it, to flavour it with humour and a little 
malice, to be temperate and forbearing, to keep the peace if 
it could be kept with honour. 

She suspected that there was malice without humour in 
the sitting-room but she was quite equal to dealing with it. 
She would keep the peace with Mrs. Marston who, as she 
observed on her return, had laid aside her umbrella, a sure 
sign of a relaxed mood, while Julia leapt up eagerly to be 
helpful with the tray and blamed herself for allowing Celia 
to do all the work. 

‘And where shall I put the flowers?’ she asked. ‘On the 
bureau?’ 

‘No,’ Celia said, a little sharply. She would certainly not 
have Jiolia’s moral lesson on her favourite piece of furniture. 

‘Perhaps,’ Julia said playfully, ‘you would like to throw 
them out of the window!’ 

‘What an idea! Why should she?’ Mrs. Marston demanded. 
‘Such pretty flowers!’ They had definitely gained in beauty 
during the last quarter of an hour. ‘I’m sure she ought to be 
grateful.’ 

‘Just a little joke,’ Julia said. ‘On the mantelpiece, in 
firont of the mirror? Then you’ll get them twice. I always 
think this is such a pretty room.’ 

‘But it’s hot,’ said Mrs. Marston, pushing her chin clear 
of her bonnet strings and unclasping the neck of her mantle. 

‘Nothing to what it will be,’ Celia said, putting three 
Imnps of sugar in Mrs. Marston’s cup and despising her 
taste in this as in every other matter. 

‘It’s hot and not healthy in the summer and it’s cold in 
the winter,’ Mrs. Marston informed Julia. ‘What they want 
is a nice litde house with a bit of garden, but my daughter- 
in-law prefers it here, so here they all are. Not that the men 
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are in it much. I don’t know how it is, but it’s not a place 
that men will stay in if they can help it. Jimmy goes out 
every night. I’ve never been told where. And my son 
comes to see me or else he goes back to his office. And he 
oughtn’t to do that. I never knew my husband, he was a 
lawyer, go back to his ofiice after hours.’ 

In the absence of Julia, CeHa might have suggested that 
the late Mr. Marston was not in the possession of an office 
key, for to call him a lawyer was a slight exaggeration on 
his widow’s part. He had been a lawyer’s clerk and Mrs. 
Marston’s income was inherited from her father, an 
astonishingly thrifty man, with an eye for an occasional 
speculation, who had dealt in small quantities of coal, but 
this legend about Gerald’s father did very weU for Julia, and 
Mrs. Marston, bringing it with her from his native town, 
had come to believe in it for practical purposes herself. 

Julia turned to Celia. ‘Then you must be very lonely 
in the evening.’ 

‘No, I’m never lonely,’ Celia said. ‘What chance have I, 
with Catherine always about and Jimmy out and in and 
Gerald with his plans in the dining-room, unless he’s playing 
billiards somewhere? And very often I haven’t washed the 
supper things and cleaned Jimmy’s bath until nine o’clock. 
There’s not much evening left.’ 

Somehow, without discourtesy, she had eliminated Mrs. 
Marston and her statements. Mrs. Marston was holding her 
saucer near her chin to catch any errant drops, and the cup 
was half-way to her lips; her face, always reddened by 
weather, was flushed to iht forehead with anger, yet she 
seemed to have been brushed away, like a fly, with a flick 
of a hand, and it was a consciousness of this power, a still 
stronger taste of what she had experienced in the morning, 
more than a natural sympathy with Mrs. Marston, which 
made Julia very sceptical about Celia’s labours. 

‘But think of your afternoons,’ she said. ‘You don’t go 

227 



out much, do you? At least, I never see you anywhere, 
and there must be hovus and hours when you have nothing 
to do in a tiny place like this. I know I often envy you your 
leisure. Unless,’ this was an inspiration, ‘that’s when you 
have all sorts of visitors that we know nothing about.’ 

‘Not many visitors,’ Celia said amiably. 

‘But there’s someone at the door now,’ Julia said, for 
while Celia spoke there had been a ring and then a knock. 

It was too early for the baker, the sounds were too impera- 
tive to be his, and neither Mrs. Marston nor Julia missed a 
careful steadying of Celia’s lowered eyelids. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 


‘Somebody in a hurry,’ said Mrs. Marston. 

‘Perhaps it’s another telegrsim.’ 

‘And who’s sending her telegrams, pray?’ 

‘I’m afraid,’ Julia said with reserve, ‘I know very little 
about Celia’s affairs.’ 

‘Then,’ said Mrs. Marston, ‘you’re just like me.’ 

‘But it’s not a telegram,’ Julia ssiid. ‘It seems to be a 
visitor,’ and Mrs. Marston at once got rid of her cup and a 
few crumbs. 

‘No,’ she said, regretting these preparations, ‘it’s not a 
visitor. It sounded like a gentleman to me.’ 

Julia laughed and, undaunted by the glassy eye Mrs. 
Marston turned on her, said gaily, ‘And why shouldn’t 
Celia have a caller who is a gentleman, too?’ 

‘Oh, I daresay I’m very old-fashioned,’ Mrs. Marston 
said. 

‘But, as a matter of fact, of course you’re right. She 
wouldn’t take a caller into the dining-room and shut the 
door. That would be a very odd thing to do, when tea is 
ready here. It must be somebody on business.’ 

She glanced at the window, thinking how much more 
satisfactory it would be if CeUa lived, as Mrs. Marston 
suggested, in a little house with a view of the garden gate. 
Looking out of this window, after mounting the stool placed 
for that purpose, would be like looking down a perpendicular 
cliff and The Terrace itself made a shelf under which a 
car could lie hidden in the road. 

‘One feels terribly shut in,’ she said. 

‘That’s what I say. It gives you a very funny feeling, having 
your front door inside the house.’ 

‘But I suppose it has its advantages. I mean — well — all 
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the neighbours would know if a policeman called at your 
little house, Mrs. Marston.* 

*My little house is just the size I want.’ 

‘I wish I could have a little one myself. But I was going to 
say that when the policeman came in by the main entrance 
here, no one would know which flat he wanted.’ 

‘It’s no good trying to stuff me up with a policeman in the 
dining-room and I’m not in the habit of having them in my 
own house, either. What would he come for?’ 

‘Well, they come and break the news when people are 
run over, don’t they? Things like that. But that was only 
a sort of example. I don’t really think it’s a policeman. 
Policemen are very nice men.’ 

‘I can’t say I know much about them myself,’ said Mrs. 
Marston, and Julia realized the difficulty of dealing subtly 
with people of this kind, while Mrs. Marston hardened 
towards the woman who had been listening so sympathetically 
to her woes a Httle while ago. If she was not silly, she was 
impudent with her talk about policemen. She was one of 
those people who take an ell when they have been given an 
inch and Mrs. Marston wished she could get her inch back 
again, yet, a few minutes later, these two were reunited in 
surprise, curiosity and disapproval, for Celia entered, wear- 
ing her hat and carrying a coat over her arm. 

‘I’m very sorry,’ she said, ‘but I have to go out at once. 
Do you mind looldng after each other?’ 

She glanced round the room in what seemed a bewildered 
manner, but was actually an effort after swift and thorough 
concentration. Was there anything in her desk, in her bed- 
room, in any part of the house, she would not like Mrs. 
Marston to see? Or rather, for there was nothing which 
would not suffer from her leisured inspection, was there any- 
thing of which she could make use? Had Catherine or Jimmy 
any little secrets to be guarded? Catherine, she believed, had 
none, but she pretended to no certainty about Jimmy. 
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‘I must just write a note/ she said, going to her desk. 

She wrote two notes, one for Gerald and one for Catherine 
and she put them in envelopes which she fastened up. 

‘I shall put these on the table in the hall,’ she said ^and 
they’ll find them as soon as they come in. They’ll be able 
to look after themselves. They’ll manage quite well.’ 

‘They certainly will not!’ Mrs. Marston cried. ‘Not while 
Gerald has a mother! Where are you going? When will 
you get back? What am I going to tell him?’ 

‘I haven’t the least idea,’ Celia said, picking up her coat. 
‘I’m sorry to rush off like this, but it can’t be helped.’ 

‘H’m,’ said Mrs. Marston, ‘she can move quick enough 
when she likes. Now what do you make of that?’ 

Julia held up a finger until the front door was shut and 
the sound of descending footsteps had died away. Then she 
went to the window, mounted the stool and leaned out, 
and what she saw was entirely satisfactory to her belief 
in her instinct and perspicacity, but it was a sad thing to 
have to report to Gerald’s mother and it was some time 
before she yielded to her pressure. 

‘I think everybody has gone mad,’ she said, thinking of 
Stephen, too, but deciding not to mention him at present. 
‘But I’m sure it’s only temporary. I expect she will be back 
before long.’ 

‘So do I,’ said Mrs. Marston grimly, for she had no faith 
in her good luck, and Julia, taking this remark, this grim- 
ness, for reproach, hastened to discover and produce plenty 
of good reasons why Mr. Carey should carry Celia off in 
his car. 

‘They must have arranged it this morning,’ she said 
brightly. 

‘This morning! Then why did she ask me to tea? And 
what do you know about them, this morning?’ 

‘Only’, said Julia meekly, ‘that I happen to know she was 
in the Careys’ garden!’ 
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‘Fm not surprised. I only wonder she wasn’t rampaging 
about in Mrs. Carey’s car.’ 

‘Mrs. Carey is away,’ Julia said softly. 

‘Oh, is she? Well, the tea’s cold by this time and I thinV 
I’ll make another pot.’ 

Julia did not stay for the second brew. A little puzzled by 
Mrs. Marston’s variations in sympathy, she left her in sole 
possession, and for the first time, of her son’s home. 

It was of her, prowling about, probably opening drawers, 
the buttons on her boots twinkling with suggestions, that 
Celia thought when Reginald Carey said gratefully, ‘You’re 
a good firiend. I knew you’d come.’ 

‘Well of coinrse,’ Celia said, ‘but it’s always a mistakp^ 
I’ve proved it over and over again, to do a good deed. Oh, 
I’m not thinking of this. A good deed is always something 
you don’t want to do. I asked my manoma-in-law to tea 
and I’ve left her in the flat.’ 

‘Does it matter? What will she do to it?’ he asked, trying 
to be interested, keeping his eye on the road, wishing he 
could drive safely at his wife’s speed. 

‘Just poison it,’ Celia said calmly. ‘It won’t be right again 
until we get a good strong wind. And her clothes smell of 
camphor, but that’s a minor evil.’ 

She watched him as he sat very straight, like a beginner, 
with both hands on the wheel and his head rigid. He had 
driven for years but he would never do it with ease. He was 
in constant expectation of some strange trick on the part of 
the car and he treated it as though it were an animal of 
uncertain temper; he slowed down from his very moderate 
pace at the sight of a child hundreds of yards away. She had 
often noticed that habit of special caution and liked him 
for it; to-day it made her heart ache and, as she looked at 
him, she saw in his face a vulnerability she had missed in it 
hitherto, but now she was looking at him with an eye which 
had been instructed during those few minutes in the flat. 
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He was a colourless man, rather sallow, with a big, flexible, 
thin-lipped mouth and a short, somewhat flattened nose; 
he was as inconspicuous as Pauline was vivid, but, close at 
hand as Celia was now, the fine grain of his s^n, the small, 
well-placed lines at the comers of his eyes and mouth, 
seemed to match and to account for his fastidious choice of 
material for his buildings and the economy, without affected 
severity, of their design. She saw a dead rose in his coat 
and longed to remove it for she thought it was like an evil 
omen, but she knew he would be quick enough to under- 
stand why she wanted to take it from him. 

They drew up at the entrance to the bridge and it was 
Celia who paid the toll: the toll-keeper had to ask the 
gentleman to drive on. He obeyed with a jerk, and said, T 
think I ought to have telephoned. I know I ought to have 
done it, but I couldn’t.’ 

T’ll do it, I’ll speak to her when we get there,’ Celia said. 

T mean I wouldn’t,’ he said. 

She made no response to that. Her object was to be as 
little noticeable as possible. He was like a man who had had 
too much to drink and was ready to make confidences at 
which he would shudder in a sober moment. It might be 
kind but it was not fair to encourage him and she tried 
to wrench her mind from him and his affairs, but she 
was not very successful. 

As they went slowly, perforce, over the bridge, she 
thought it was an airy structure for carrying heavy hearts; 
she remembered how, in March, she had watched Pauline 
crossing the bridge, coming from her son as they were now 
going towards him, when, with her mask dropped, she was 
wearing an expression Celia had never seen before. Then, 
the trees had been mockingly putting out new leaves; to-day, 
fully clothed, they were still youthfully attired. In their 
yearly cycle they were a little older than Catherine; like 
her, they looked fresh and lovely with the promise of a 
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luxuriant maturity and a rich harvest, and Catherine and 
Meredith Carey were contemporaries, but his was an 
abortive growth. The trunk of him and the branches 
increased with his years; the first green shoots neither fell 
nor renewed themselves; they were tiny, almost invisible, 
minutely grotesque on a normal structure. In those woods 
covering the farther side of the gorge, such a tree would 
have been cut because it was occupying space and taking 
air and light which were needed for the healthy, but 
Meredith was carefully preserved, as though his rarity had a 
special value. 

‘Because,’ said Reginald Carey, continuing the thought 
he had begun at the other end of the bridge, T have the 
first right.’ 

‘But,’ said Celia, looking down at the water which to-day, 
could not refuse the sky’s insistence on giving it colour, at 
the fields, mounting towards Easterly, where the big elms 
were not yet heavily enough draped to look, as they would 
look later, like elderly widows, at the city spreading beyond 
the intricate waterways, at the sparkle, here and there, 
where the sun touched glass or metal. ‘But,’ she said, ‘you 
wouldn’t, you couldn’t have waited for her, and you would 
still have been hours ahead of her.’ 

‘Hours? Years!’ he said, and the quiet vehemence in his 
voice, the stored resentment she heard in it, made a strange 
contrast with his stiff pose, his unrelaxing carefulness at the 
wheel and with her memory of him in his own home as a 
charming host, a kind, unobtrusive friend, living graciously 
in gracious surroundings. It seemed as tibough, under the 
feet of nearly every human being there was a gulf as deep 
as the one they had now crossed. She had not suspected one 
threatening Reginald and Pauline, she did not want to sec 
what lay at the bottom of it. It was not fair to have Reginald 
alone as guide, but without brutality, unforgivable at the 
moment, she could not stop him. Luckily it was she and not 
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Jtilia who sat beside him and leamt how Pauline, who 
could not endure humiliation, whose passion for efficiency 
and success was mortified by her supreme failme in her son, 
had spared herself the daily pain of seeing him. 

‘And how could I insist on her suffering? How could I?’ 
he demanded, slackening speed to allow a hen to cross the 
road. ‘And yet I can’t forgive her.’ 

‘No, not to-day,’ Celia said quietly. ‘But you could 
yesterday and you will to-morrow. It’s a presumptuous 
act, anyhow, on the part of us poor mortals.’ 

‘She never speaks of him, never sees him. He might 
be dead. And perhaps he is!’ he cried with a kind of 
triumph. 

‘But do you talk about him yourself?’ 

‘How can I? But I see him.’ 

‘So does she.’ 

‘But not so often,’ he said possessively, childishly, and Celia 
felt a sort of horror of him and an immense pity for a man 
fearing the loss of a treasure to which he had been secretly 
adding year by year. 

‘Richard . . . yes, she’s good to him,’ he said. ‘He’s not 
complete either, but that’s different. That’s to his credit 
and to hers through him. Otherwise, I don’t know. She 
loves beauty. Well, don’t I? Haven’t I proved it?’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ she said, but he would not be silenced, and she 
thought this journey, along roads overhung by trees with 
leaves like satin and edged by fields full of polished butter- 
cups, would have been much less of a nightmare if he had 
once made a gesture to fit his state, but he sat like a tin figure 
on a tin toy, his hands permanently on the wheel and his 
head motionless. Sentiments and emotions issuing from that 
figure were fantastic, they were part of the clockwork 
inside it, but at the same time she knew he was a living man, 
and with her pity and comprehension there was impatience, 
because he could not take his trouble silently. 
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They had not more than twenty miles to go, but they 
seemed very long ones and when the car stopped in front of 
a house, benign and peaceful in its garden, her legs were 
aching with the control she was trying to give to him. 



* 

CHAPTER XXXII 

He made lovely buildings, she thought, as she climbed up 
the stairs to her flat. He was incapable of any mixture of 
styles which would offend a critical eye. If such a mixture 
happened to be necessary, he would know hotv to lead one 
style into the other, like a natural growth, but she was sure 
no intelligent woman, though she might make no claim to 
being an artist, would have changed her mood and manner 
with a jerk as violent as his when, after some hours of un- 
certainty, he was assured that Meredith was no nearer the 
point of death than was the brother whom Pauline tended. 
With her mood changed and the cause of it removed, a 
woman would continue to trail some melancholy wisps of 
her earlier emotion, to justify it and for the sake of sequence, 
before she assumed a livelier garb. Reginald Carey had 
dropped his rags and tatters in a moment and revealed him- 
self as the courteous, reserved person she had always known, 
and while this was touching in its simplicity, it was also 
irritating in the demand it made on her adaptability and 
complaisance. But the demand was not made in vain. 
Her habitual air of placidity could conceal one kind of 
feeling as well as another and as she listened to him talking 
quietly about Pauline and Richard’s illness, she almost 
believed his earlier manner which had been like that of some- 
one chattering in delirium, had only existed in her imagina- 
tion. Had he forgotten it, or did he think she had forgotten? 
She admired and despised this masculine assumption that 
her mental condition must march with his, this pretence that 
the smouldering volcano she had neighboured on the out- 
ward journey had not rumbled and emitted smoke, smearing 
her innocent belief in the happiness, increased by a shared 
sorrow, of her two fiiends. 
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Coming back through the peaceful summer evening, a 
bluer, cleaner smoke rising steadily from the cottage 
chimneys and smelling of burning wood, the trees overhang- 
ing the road more passively now, subduing their ardent life 
in preparation for another day of brilliant, shimmering 
green, the fields, with their colour dimmed, looking like 
quilts drawn over the earth for the night, it seemed to Celia 
that all violent emotions must be false and foolish, and 
Reginald Carey, hoping all the children were in bed by this 
time and all the hens gone to roost, drove a little faster and 
talked more slowly, about his garden and Pauline’s skill 
with it. 

‘Everything grows for her,’ he said, and, for a few seconds, 
they both listened to the irony in those words. 

‘And I’d better confess,’ Celia said, not too quickly, ‘that 
I stole a lot of your roses this morning. You may miss them 
to-morrow. I believe you know them all by name.’ 

‘This morning? I was there for a few minutes, at about 
twelve o’clock,’ 

‘Then we must just have missed each other. How did we, 
I wonder? I walked straight up to the Downs from your gate.’ 

‘I went back that way, but I came in from the other side. 
I hadn’t been to town. I’d been looking at a house and I 
thought there might be a later message from Pauline than 
the one' I had at breakfast, but actually, of course, she 
would have sent it to the office. And nobody told me you’d 
been there.’ 

‘It’s an extraordinarily discreet household,’ Celia said. 

A few hours ago she would have given him Pauline’s 
latest report; now she decided to be discreet too and merely 
told him that Pauline had asked her to do some small 
commissions for her. 

‘And I suppose,’ she said, ‘you didn’t see my sister-in-law 
anywhere near your domains?’ 

‘I don’t know her, do I? he asked. 
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‘No, that’s part of the trouble/ Celia said dryly. 

‘Trouble?’ he said vaguely. He had too much of his own 
to be interested in Julia’s. ‘No, I didn’t notice anybody. 
I don’t notice much when I’m driving.’ 

‘And anyhow/ said Celia, ‘she’s not quite real. I just 
thought you might have seen her, very pretty, in a pink 
frock. I told her I’d taken your roses and she was worried 
about it. She’s afraid the servants will tell Pauline when 
she comes back.’ 

‘And I wonder when that will be? You told her, didn’t 
you, there was no need?’ 

‘I told her exactly what the doctor said.’ 

‘Thank you.’ He thanked her again when he stopped 
the car below The Terrace. ‘You see,’ he explained, ‘I 
wanted to make sure there was nothing left undone, the 
things women think of and men don’t. I think they are very 
kind to him, don’t you?’ 

‘I’m sure they are,’ she said, and indeed she had been 
impressed by the true tenderness of Meredith’s nurses. She 
hoped Reginald had noticed enough of it to comfort and 
not enough to mark the difference between this hireling 
service and that of the boy’s mother. And she wished it 
had not been her own voice that told Pauline not to come. 
In answer to its emphatic reassurances she had felt, across the 
distance, a vibration of unfriendliness in Pauline. There 
was no reason for it and perhaps she had imagined it, but 
altogether it had not been a good day, she thought, taking 
her latchkey from her bag and forgetting her happiness of 
the morning, and when she found her family in the kitchen 
and saw Gerald very slowly and gravely drying a dish, she 
was thankful to be at home. She leant against him for a 
moment when he kissed her, for he seemed human, ordinary 
and kind. 

‘We’ve been having a frightful time!’ Catherine cried 
cheerfully from the sink. 
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‘And somebody’s locked my top drawer and I can’t find 
the key. I never lock that drawer and I want a clean collar.’ 

Celia made a movement towards her bag, but checked it. 
Jimmy was collarless now and in his shirt sleeves and he 
might have been any decent working lad, not yet fully 
dressed for his evening relaxation, but how strong he looked 
and intelligent and independent! And how naturally they 
told her their own stories and expressed their own needs before 
they asked what hers might be! 

‘Have you had anything to eat?’ This was Gerald’s 
question. 

‘No, I don’t think so. No, I haven’t. I’ll have some tea in 
a minute. I must see about Jimmy’s collar.’ 

‘No hurry. I’m not going out. Too late. Our domestic 
duties have been a bit prolonged. What is home without a 
mother?’ 

‘But there wasn’t much to do. The cold meat, the salad — 
And I suppose I’d better have some.’ 

‘Nothing left but the bone,’ Catherine said, looking over 
her shoulder and seeming, for some reason, pleased to give 
this news. 

‘And I thought there might be enough for to-morrow,’ 
Celia said, making a rapid calculation of the butcher’s bill 
and a much longer survey of the back of Catherine’s head 
and the curls at the nape of her neck. 

‘There’s heaps of meatj pet,’ Catherine said, drying her 
hands on the roller towel, ‘only we can’t eat it, to-day or 
to-morrow.’ She tightened her lips before she opened them 
to say neatly, ‘Curried. Out of kindness. And wasn’t it 
lucky that we all loathe it? I should have pretended to, 
anyhow.’ 

‘Now Catherine . . .’ Gerald began. 

‘Now Papa, don’t begin tobeafather just because Mother’s 
come home. Don’t spoil the evening. You were splendid 
over the eggs and bacon. And everything else,’ she added, and 
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as Celia saw Gerald trying to frown down his gratification, it 
occurred to her that the fortunate children might be those 
who only had one parent, the fortunate parents those who 
had lost their partners and were in sole possession. Reginald 
Carey was trying to convince himself of his solitary claim, 
even with such a child as Meredith and, at the thought of 
that youth who was still a baby without a baby’s charm, 
Celia sank a little lower in the chair she had taken beside the 
kitchen table. 

‘Go and take off your things,’ Gerald said, ‘and we’ll bring 
your tray into the sitting-room.’ 

She went first to Jimmy’s room and she heard Catherine 
saying, ‘But, you know, she can’t eat curry either,’ and 
Gerald, his words indistinguishable, replying with calm 
resourcefulness. There was no doubt he had flourished 
exceedingly during her absence. 

‘Here’s your key,’ she said to Jimmy. He was shaving, as 
usual, to save time in the morning. T knew you kept letters 
in that drawer, so I wouldn’t run any risks.’ 

‘Thank you very much, but there weren’t any risks to run 
and it would have been jolly awkward if I’d wanted to go 
out. What else did you lock up?’ 

‘Nothing. There are not many keys, to begin with. I 
always lose them or forget which belongs to what. And I 
never have a letter I want to keep, so I get rid of them all. 
There wasn’t much time, anyhow. I had to rush off and 
leave everything to its fate, including the cold meat. I sup- 
pose the curry was meaxit as a reproach and, after all, it 
wasn’t much of an outing for me, but then she didn’t know 
that.’ 

‘She doesn’t know now. Catherine wouldn’t tell and she 
must have riled the old man pretty badly because he seems 
to have been mute, too. But most of the fun was over by the 
time I got back and the enemy was making a strategic 
retreat.’ 
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‘I hope some one told her we all hate curry.’ 

‘You can bet Catherine didn’t miss a chance like that. 
How’s the boy?’ 

‘Better.’ 

‘Oh, bad luck.’ 

‘Is it? Jimmy,’ she sat on his bed, ‘do you think I’m a 
difficult person to live with, a repressing sort of person?’ 

He wiped the soap from his face and thoughtfully felt his 
chin and lip. ‘No,’ he said, ‘no, certainly not. Easy, in some 
ways, but critical — my word!’ 

‘I never criticize.’ 

‘Don’t be simple,’ he begged. ‘And I’m not worried by it. 
I’m used to it, and the fools probably don’t know.’ 

‘And it doesn’t matter about the fools.’ 

‘Not a bit,’ he said. 

But Gerald, she thought, taking off her hat, smoothing her 
hair, holding her hands under the comforting hot water, was 
not a fool, and Jimmy was used to her and Catherine, 
quarrelling with her grandmother and cooking with her 
father, looked as gay as Celia had ever seen her. They had 
not missed her for a moment; they had felt they were having 
a holiday; her own view of herself as the invisible but necess- 
ary cement in the house, was as mistaken as her belief in the 
perfect accord existing between Pauline and Reginald. She 
had made a point, and quietly taken a good deal of credit 
for it, of being at home when the family returned from its 
daily business, of preserving a sort of haphazard order and 
beauty in the place, and they were happier without her and 
Gerald and Catherine had found friendship over the eggs 
and bacon. And for this, she thought, working herself up, 
she had denied herself hundreds of little pleasures, she had 
foregone that journey to Paris and mortified herself by letting 
Susan go instead. But no, not going to Paris was perhaps only 
one of the cases in which her unselfishness was at least partly 
dependent on her lack of money. And as for Susan, her holi- 
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day with Richard, her acquaintance with his home, it was 
not to her that he had sent his love and, startled by all the 
thoughts behind that unpremeditated boast, she had to con- 
fess to a possessiveness she had always believed she disdained. 
It was extraordinary how self-satisfaction flourished on self- 
deception, and again she owned to a little pang of jealousy 
when Gerald entered with the tray and Catherine followed 
him, with a lavish use of the first person plural and a great 
deal of praise for her father*s inventiveness in the making 
of sandwiches. 

‘It’s always a mistake to do a good deed,’ she said once 
more. She knew she was being ridiculous and unfair, but 
she was sure that horrid old woman had indirectly robbed 
her of Catherine’s entire allegiance. 

‘But they’re lovely sandwiches!’ Catherine cried. ‘Orange 
and lettuce and cheese and all sorts of surprises.’ 

‘Yes, you’ve been very clever, both of you,’ she said, ‘but 
I wasn’t thinking of the sandwiches.’ 

‘Oh, you mean — was it awful? Did you have to see him? 
I couldn’t have borne that.’ 

‘Go to bed,’ Gerald said sharply. ‘You don’t know what 
you may have to bear yet.’ 

‘There’s all my homework to start with.’ 

‘Oh, Catherine!’ 

‘I couldn’t help it.’ She turned to her father. ‘Could I 
help it?’ 

‘No, I don’t see how any of us could.’ He waited until the 
door was shut before he said, ‘She ought never to have come 
here.’ 

‘I asked her to tea.’ 

‘Did you? She didn’t tell me that. I mean she ought not to 
have come to live near us. I suppose you won’t believe it, 
but she was a good mother to me.’ 

‘I don’t know what a good mother is, but I do believe it. 
I know I’m the fly in the ointment.’ 
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‘In the amber/ he said, sxirprising her, ‘and my mother 
can’t get at you, she doesn’t know how you got there and 
amber’s rather mysterious in itself. And isn’t it very nearly 
a precious stone?’ 

‘A long way oS that, I think.’ 

‘You know best, but it’s rare enough to be beyond some 
people’s reach.’ 

There was no warmth in his voice, he spoke more slowly 
and quietly than usual and though his face was still flushed 
by his efforts in the kitchen and his old trousers were stretched 
across his thighs, he managed to look, as well as to sound, 
very little like his mother’s son. He was rather like a doctor 
she did not know very well, describing the nature of a disease, 
or a lawyer, explaining some mystery of the law, and it was 
strange to think that he was the father of her children, the 
sharer of the barbaric bed. It was this relationship, un- 
willing on her part, unsatisfied on his, which really put the 
distance between them, and she remembered that she had 
cried last night when she thought he was asleep. 

‘I wonder, but I think I can guess, what your mother has 
been saying.’ 

She spoke lightly and he answered quietly, ‘I don’t want 
to t2ilk about it’ 

‘But do you believe it?’ 

‘Not a word. I don’t think she does herself.’ 

‘No, that’s what makes it all so hopeless. I didn’t explain 
where I was going. I couldn’t give her and Julia — Julia 
was here too — that information to play with, not possibly, 
and you and Catherine, thank you both, felt just as I did, 
Jimmy says.’ 

‘Are you sruprised?’ 

‘No, but I’m grateful. It would have been hateful to have 
her or Julia wagging their tongues and their heads over 
Meredith Carey.’ 

‘Because he’s Meredith Carey?’ 

244 



‘Because he’s my fiiend’s child, but I think I should feel 
the same about any child like that. And so would you.’ 
‘He’s just about Catherine’s age, isn’t he?’ 

‘Just about. Like her,’ she gave Gerald a quick, uncertain 
smile, ‘he was the child of peace.’ 
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CHAPTER XXXIII 

To do Julia justice, she would have been ready to suspect a 
little intrigue in any other woman of her acquaintance who 
did what Celia had done, and urged by the human desire to 
share her pleasures, she decided to call on May on the way 
home, for she was sure no slight estrangement would survive 
this news, these fears and a necessary exchange of counsel, 
but she was mistaken, for May, in an arm-chair beside the 
drawing-room window, merely said, ‘Pooh! I don’t believe 
a word of it.’ 

She looked solid and handsome, secure in established 
circumstances and maturity. No one would have believed 
that, yesterday morning, she had seen herself as worse 
than a widow and since the arrival of Stephen’s telegram, 
announcing his return, she was anxious to forget that absurd 
distress, but Julia, entering with animation, without em- 
barrassment, served to remind her of it and acted as a 
precipitator, in large quantities, of that common sense which 
normally was almost negligible in solution. She looked at 
Julia with a cool, calculating eye, the corners of her mouth 
expressively turned down. 

‘You’re always making things up,’ she said. 

‘And what else,’ Julia asked, her nostrils fluttering, ‘have 
I made up?’ and she thought this was a clever question and 
one which May might have some difficulty in answering, but 
May said carelessly, ‘Oh, I don’t know. You talk a lot of 
nonsense and I’m very glad the girls are out.’ 

‘Out again!’ Julia exclaimed softly, and, getting no response 
to this sympathy for May’s usual grievance, she added in a 
matronly manner. ‘But of course I shouldn’t have said a 
word about all this if they had been at home.’ 

T should hope not!’ said May. ‘They are ready enough to 
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think we are out of date. You mustn’t let them laugh at you 
too much.’ 

‘Laugh! At me?’ Julia cried. 

‘Why yes. Didn’t you know? And when your own daugh- 
ters are grown up, they’ll laugh too^ I expect. Didn’t we 
laugh at our own mothers?’ 

‘I never knew my mother. That’s why I do so much for 
my own children. I want to give them aU I missed.’ 

‘But you don’t know what that is. She might have been 
very unpleasant.’ 

‘Her memory is sacred!’ Julia said indignantly. 

‘Well, that’s another thing you must have made up be- 
cause you’ve just said you never knew her. Anyhow, 
mothers aren’t sacred as long as they’re alive and a good 
thing too. You’re very old-fashioned, Julia. Oh, I know you 
get all those books out of the library and leave them about 
and it looks very clever and all that, and I daresay you read 
a page here and there, but novelettes are really much more 
in your line. Coming to me with stories about Celia! It 
doesn’t matter in the family, because nobody will believe 
you, but you’d better be careful anywhere else. You’ll be 
telling me next that Stephen and Mrs. Carey have gone off 
together,’ she said impatiently, and turning her head and 
looking at the peaceful garden, she missed the sudden 
brightness behind Julia’s tears, like sun on raindrops. Tt’s 
so common,’ she said calmly. 

‘Very,’ Julia agreed, rising to go and her eyes were still 
bright though the tears had disappeared. ‘But what else 
can you expect?’ 

May did not answer, she had done a good deal of thinking 
during the last few hours and she had no patience with these 
silly speculations. 

She tried to put them from her mind. She and Celia had 
both arrived at the comfortable age which was beyond the 
temptation to indulge in indiscretions and should have been 
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beyond suspicion of them. She was glad to be at that age 
and to be sitting in this room which was a complete, though 
almost unconscious, satisfaction to the eye, and her rupture 
with Julia was not much more to her than the casting of a 
warm petticoat she had worn for years and suddenly found 
was an unnecessary encumbrance. She could do very well 
without it, but she was shrewd enough to see how the story 
about Celia applied, in Julia’s mind, to her own case, and the 
consequent additional pleasure there had been in telling it, 
but one was as absurd as the other. He was coming home 
to-morrow and she was very glad. It seemed a long time since 
yesterday morning, when he went. He could not be com- 
pared to the unnecessary petticoat. His presence, the habit 
of him, the sense of safety he gave her, were almost as much 
a part of her as her own skin and it was this feeling and not 
the tact it might have been, which gave the quality to her 
welcome the next day. Her pleasure at his arrival had not 
the excess of her bewilderment at his departure. Here he 
was, she thought, and here, she knew, he would always be, 
and this was a certainty he experienced himself when he 
carried his little bag into the hall and saw her standing by 
the drawing-room door. 

At the sight of her there was no quickening of his senses, no 
solace or stimulus for his mind, no hope that her serene 
silence would endure, but he was too old for change. In two 
long railway journeys and one long day out of doors, he had 
tested the limits of his vagrancy and found them very narrow. 
He was glad to be at home, to feel the soft grey carpet under 
his feet and see it carried by the stairs to the landing where 
a charming daughter might appear. He liked the pale walls, 
the polish on the semicircular table, the peaceful aspect 
which May, oddly enough, had created. An ugly wall-paper, 
a painfully patterned carpet, a hat and umbrella-stand ful- 
filling its functions and contracting a narrow passage, a faint 
smell of cooking and no expectation of adequate reward, 
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would no doubt have weakened his conviction that he ought 
to want no more than he had already and that he had more 
than he deserved. But this was his conviction as he bent to 
kiss her and he wondered, as CeUa had done before him, 
whether in May there was not some mental or spiritual 
correspondence to the dignity she could produce by means 
of material objects, whether it was not his own personality 
which, somehow, had stunted or buried it. 

‘I believe you’re sunburnt,’ she said, patting his shoulder. 

'Well, I had one day in the sun, but most of this is dirt, I 
fancy. It was a slow train for part of the way and not a 
clean one for any of it. But I enjoyed it. I like the long waits 
at the little stations and the porters and passengers asking 
after each other’s families. I was told a good deal about the 
passengers’ families myself.’ 

'But,’ she knew his fastidious habits, 'weren’t you in a first 
class carriage?’ 

'No,’ he said dryly, and he looked at her with the half-squint 
of his whimsical or thoughtful moments, 'I went first class in 
an express train and came back third class by a slow one.’ 

That, for him, was a summary of his little holiday and he 
waited for the comment or the question which ought to have 
been evoked by his tone. 

'I think it was rather silly of you,’ May said, and he laughed 
and went upstairs. When he had mounted a few steps, he 
looked back. 'And I went to the station in a cab, but Susan 
brought me back.’ 

‘Yes,’ said May, 'I was very cross with her about that.’ 

He laughed again, and Susan, entering the hall after put- 
ting the car away, saw her long-legged father near the top 
of the stairs, her mother following him in silence, one hand 
on the banisters, the other holding up the front of her dress, 
and she stood for a minute, looking at them, seeing a certain 
pathos in this small procession but getting a glimpse of some 
permanency beyond her own experience, some deeply 
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rooted loyalty, and against her will she had a vision of herself, 
years hence, when she would not be so slim or swift as she 
was now, going rather heavily up a staircase and pursued by 
some faithful soul. She had changed the relative positions of 
her mother and herself, but she did not notice that. She was 
in too great a hurry to shut out the vision. 

Stephen, too, was touched and surprised at being followed 
and though May did not unpack his bag or put away his 
things or turn on the water for his bath, but sat with her 
hands folded while he wandered between the bedroom and 
the dressing-room, she was doing a sufficiently wifely part in 
giving him her company. He would have been embarrassed 
by more fervent attentions and he would have enjoyed her 
stillness more if he had not wondered what it covered. 

‘You are very quiet,’ he said at last. 

‘You’re doing all the talking yourself.’ 

‘Have I been talking?’ 

‘Yes, when you weren’t humming.’ 

‘I apologize for the humming.’ 

‘I like to hear you. I don’t notice when people are out of 
tune. The holiday has done you good. I’m glad you went, 
but you ought to have stayed longer.’ 

‘Long enough,’ he said. 

‘Did you go to the office on your way back? Or call on 
John?’ 

‘No, the only familiar thing I saw was Mrs. Carey’s car 
flashing past. And I can live quite happily without John for 
some time yet.’ 

‘Are you sure it was Mrs. Carey’s car? I thought she was 
away.’ 

‘So did Susan. But there she was.’ 

‘Well,’ May said slowly, for though she had not seen the 
pleased alertness in Julia’s eyes, she remembered her own 
scornful words, ‘if you see Julia or John don’t tell them Mrs. 
Carey was in Radstowe to-day.’ 
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‘I’m not likely to talk about her/ 

‘No, but they are. Which way did you say she was going?’ 

‘She seemed to be streaking out of town as fast as the traffic 
would let her — and a bit faster. And I thought you had no 
secrets from Julia.’ 

‘H’m,’ said May. ‘They wouldn’t be safe. But I’ve never 
had any.’ She raised the eyes of a puzzled ox to the taU. 
figure leaning against the door of the dressing-room. ‘Until 
now,’ she said, ‘And they are not secrets, exactly. They are 
just Julia’s tales.’ 

‘And I thought you enjoyed her tales.’ 

‘Not,’ May said simply, ‘when they are about you and me 
and Celia.’ 

‘Ah,’ he said, sitting down and gathering the skirts of his 
dressing-gown about him, ‘they should be interesting. Let’s 
have them.’ 

It amused him and touched him again to see that she felt 
some awkwardness in speaking of Julia’s suggestions about 
himself. She was much more voluble and repetitive in telling 
him about Celia, and this reappearance of the May he knew 
so well had its consolatory effect. 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘she’s a mischievous little piece.’ 

‘And you see,’ May said with renewed difficulty, ‘if she 
knew Mrs. Carey was at home . . .’ 

‘It would ruin the romance she has made for Celia.’ 

‘No, I didn’t mean that. I may have put the idea into her 
head myself, when I was making fun of her. And so she might 
think it very queer that you and Mrs. Carey both came home 
on the same day. I hardly spoke the whole time she was here 
and then I said the very thing I shouldn’t. I said she’d be 
telling me next that you’d gone off with Mrs. Carey.’ 

He shook his head gravely. ‘No, I didn’t do that. I’d 
never do that. I should be frightened of her. Formidable 
woman, I think. I like a homelier kind of character.’ 

She smiled and he smiled, too, looking at his feet. There 
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was a good deal of irony in his situation, he fancied there 
might be some in Celia’s, too, and if he had looked up, he 
might have wondered what May was finding in hers. As 
she said herself, she could get to the bottom of things when 
she was given time and though she had not gone as far as 
that, she was peering, now, more speculative than puzzled, 
below the surface. 


252 





CHAPTER XXXIV 

The city of Radstowe stretches for a long way beyond its 
busiest quarter. As far as the lower, eastern end of the 
Easterly ridge, the suburbs straggle upwards and drop for a 
little way beyond it and, sweeping back, citywards, in a 
wide, irregular semicircle, the curve embraces other humble 
suburbs, the Downs and the growing district behind them 
and Upper Radstowe. The river makes a somewhat erratic 
diameter to this half-circle. Beyond it, on the high ground 
sloping upwards from the bridge level, scattered houses soon 
give way to the country and from the docks a dense growth 
of buildings, factories and shops and shabby rows of houses, 
spreads westward and almost unnoticed from a distance. 
Seen from the heights of Upper Radstowe and in comparison 
with the coloured roofs, the spires and chimneys, the sudden 
patches of green on the hither side of the water, up hill and 
down dale, this low lying part of the city looks like the dark, 
as yet unfruitful soil in the vast garden. It could almost be 
forgotten by those who did not live there or frequent it on 
business or good works, and for such people as the Fellows, 
the Greys and the Careys, the big city became a very small 
one. There were the Downs, there was Upper Radstowe 
with Nunnery Road flanking it on one side as the river did 
on the other, and it was to merge itself into Nunnery Road 
that The Slope lifted itself over its steep edge. Hereabouts 
were the chief shops, and, in the space of a week. May and 
Julia, taking their daily walk, would meet most of their 
acquaintances at some point of these thoroughfares. With 
this concentration of a certain class of society in one district, 
the city had some of the qualities of a country town; its 
inhabitants were interested in and knew a great deal about 
each other’s concerns, and John, in direct spiritual descent 
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from the village shopkeeper who keeps his eye on the street 
and steps on to the pavement for a neighbourly chat, in 
physical and mental descent from men who had to know 
other people's business, was fortunately placed for the satis- 
faction of his curiosity. His shop was just beyond The Slope 
and the branch road which took the hill in a more leisurely 
fashion and the tramcars with it: thus even the diverted 
traffic passed under his eye for he had taken care to have 
his office overlooking the street. 

He was a busy man and a hard worker, but his occupations 
did not call for prolonged concentration. A stroll to the 
window made a pleasant interlude, and, though he saw many 
people, aliens and outliers, he did not know, there were not 
many occasions when he did not see a friend or a customer. 
The passengers on the top of the tramcars were almost within 
reach of his hand and the rattling and clanging sounds did 
not trouble his ears. At a certain hour of the morning he was 
accustomed to seeing May and Julia on the other side of the 
street, but Julia never looked up to give him a passing greet- 
ing and he would look down at her with a queer grin. She 
was a ^nob and he loved her. It was not in his character to 
wonder whether she loved him. She was his wife and he 
took her affection for granted. She was his wife and she 
had to do what she was told. She had, for instance, to follow 
him to the chapel he disliked just as much as she did, and 
while he had any authority over his children they should go 
to the chapel, too, just as Robert should come to the shop, 
whether he liked it or not. 

He was standing at the window, thinking about Robert's 
future, whether to give him another year at school where he 
seemed to be doing little good, or to start his training as heir 
to this establishment; he was watching the passage of the 
traffic through the shade cast by the tall buildings on each 
side of the street and following it as it emerged into the sun- 
shine beyond, and his thoughts, which had no connection 
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with Robert’s possible inclinations and therefore ran smoothly 
on their own lines, did not interfere with his interest in 
what went on outside. Thus it was that he recognized 
Stephen’s car with its roof open and Stephen and Susan 
plainly to be seen, and his first feeling was one of envy. He 
thought there could hardly be a more charmingly symbolic 
sight than this of a pretty daughter at her father’s service 
and the father completely trustful of her skill, and though, in 
a few years time, Sybil would be able to do this for John, he 
knew very well there would be a difference. He would not be 
able to lean back and let the girl use her own judgment; he 
would be driving for her though his hands were not on the 
wheel, and he turned back to his desk with a shrug of his 
shoulders for Stephen’s paternal admiration. 

Spoilt. All three of them. Always have been, he thought, 
but at least part of his irritation had another cause. Here 
was Stephen proving all his prophecies at fault, for no one 
acting according to John’s standards of decency, and 
Stephen certainly did, would allow his young daughter to 
carry him home after a little escapade. No, he would not 
return like that, with his bag on the back seat. Therefore, 
John argued, there had been no escapade and he was wrong 
and that would be very bad for Julia. Alongside his deep 
affection for Stephen, John had an unexpressed desire to 
find him less perfect than he seemed and this, apparently, 
was not to be fulfilled. He would have been ashamed to 
acknowledge such a sentiment, but it was there. He had 
been truly thankful to find no signs of disorder in Stephen’s 
professional affairs, but the kind of lapse which he deplored 
in anyone and could forgive in a man, while in a woman it 
roused all his most savage instincts, would have lowered 
Stephen’s level to his own. He saw it cancelling out his 
impatience with his wife’s foolishness and the discomfort of 
Robert’s sulky face. Stephen never quarrelled and his son 
would not have had a face like that. No doubt, in Robert’s 
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case, it was Julia’s fault, but Stephen would have known 
how to counteract it. All through their lives, he had been 
ahead of John, not in a worldly sense, for John would not 
admit that a profession was essentially better than a trade, 
but he had always been a little higher in the school, he had 
been given more responsible positions, he was one of those 
people against whom no one had anything to say. His word 
was his bond, his counsel was honest, he strove for peace 
when litigation would have paid him better, and John was 
proud of him and had a cUldish, old womanish desire to 
catch him tripping and keep his secret. 

I shan’t tell Julia, he thought solemnly, for he lived in the 
delusion of her reliance on his judgment and chose to forget 
his inability to hold his tongue. 

As it happened, she gave him other matters to consider. 
Her mental processes did not interest him, but he could not 
helping noticing symptoms of disturbance. This hardly 
troubled him. There had never yet been a difference of 
opinion which developed into action and he was in ignor- 
ance, for Julia could hold her tongue when she chose, of a 
new power of resistance bestowed upon her by Celia’s gentle 
raillery and May’s downright speech. Praise would have 
left her more or less contented in her unfulfilled intentions; 
criticism made her urgent to prove her worth, and Robert 
who shared with Sybil the privilege of dining with their 
parents, had cause, although he did not know it, to feel 
bitterly towards the aunts whose children he often envied. 
Aunt May was a fool but she did not ask questions that any- 
one need answer; Aunt Celia left people alone and being 
left alone by his relatives was Robert’s idea of happiness 
to-night. He could hardly swallow his food. When he looked 
up from his plate he saw the mournful courage in his mother’s 
eyes and that glance, assuring him of her support, telling him 
they must be brave together, produced in him a longing for 
some immediate catastrophe, the house on fire or his own 
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death, anything rather than a scene with his father. He 
knew he would have to go into the drapery business and he 
preferred to go quietly. He did not wish to be driven into it 
with anger and followed there by this father’s knowledge of 
his secret, frustrated and no doubt absurd desires. Why, oh 
why, had he revealed them to his mother, breaking the rule 
he had made for himself when he first went to school, to be 
silent at home about everything except trivialities? The 
school was the kingdom in which he was a subject. Within 
it he might occasionally rebel against its laws and sometimes 
know injustice, but these were internal matters, not to be 
mentioned in an outer world which would not understand 
them and had no real importance for him, while his enthu- 
siasms, which his father must have had, were dangerous 
offerings to a mother who would spoil them with constant 
reference and change them into sentiments at which he 
shuddered. But to everyone there comes a weak moment 
when trouble or happiness dissipates distrust and finds 
expression and, for Robert, this moment had synchronized 
with Julia’s need of self-assertion, of proving herself valuable 
to her son and, for his sake, capable of outfacing John. 

In Robert’s mind, that evening, there had been a picture 
of the Close, the peace of it and the beauty, with white 
flannelled figures moving on the grass and, for almost the 
only sound, the soul-satisfying one of bat and ball in vigorous 
impact. People came and went among the school buildings 
on which the creeper still had its early brightness and some- 
where, out of sight, there was authority, in supreme control 
of this community with its rigid customs and elastic rules. 
Outside the railings and watching the game were all the 
people who did not matter; errand boys balancing themselves 
on bicycles, critical old gentlemen, young girls and children, 
nursemaids with perambulators, yet he realized that, in a 
way, they did matter, for were they not paying a kind of 
tribute to a state they recognized and envied? And, as the 
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shadows began to lengthen, there fell on him the shadow of 
his future, of his helplessness against fate and of his folly in 
not having applied himself more ardently to his work. As 
anything approaching a scholar, he might have enlisted help 
from the school authorities against the parental plans; he 
could have gone to the university and prolonged this 
existence which was the only one he wanted. Young, middle- 
aged and elderly, this was the life for him and, as he wheeled 
his bicycle home, walking so that he could think more 
easily, he wondered whether even yet, if he worked with 
desperation, there was any hope for another year at Upper 
Radstowe, three years at the university and then, for the rest 
of his life, a post, perhaps, in a preparatory school. He 
thought he could get enough learning for that and he be- 
lieved he had the other necessary qualities. And there were 
still Christopher and Paul for the shop. Why should he be 
tied to it because he had the misfortune to be bom first? 
After all, he thought, we’re not exactly a royal family. 

He could have wept as he wheeled the bicycle down the 
gravelled drive and, to his horror and Julia’s joy, he did 
weep when she questioned him; moreover, he foresaw those 
bedside talks he had always dreaded, yet he appreciated her 
courage all the more because he had seen her enthusiasm 
checked when he told her he had no leanings towards the 
Church. For a happy moment she had pictured him in 
gaiters and a mortar board was a poor exchange for them, 
but what he did not know was that her picture of herself 
became even more heroic; she was prepared to fight his 
battle though the wimiing of it would have no outward 
glory for herself. 

‘You all look very glum,’ John said cheerfully. 

‘I think the weather’s very tiring,’ Julia said. 

‘Nonsense! It’s just right. It’s not hot enough to make 
people lazy but it’s bright enough to make last year’s clothes 
look shabby. It’s the kind of weather we want and we’ve 
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been very busy.’ He turned to Robert. 'I meant to have a 
look at the match, but I couldn’t get away. What happened?’ 

But, before Robert could answer, Julia seized her oppor- 
tunity. ‘Next year,’ she said brightly, ‘I expect Robert will 
be captain. You’d like that, John, wouldn’t you?’ 

‘Any chance?’ John asked quickly. He had given provis- 
ional notice of Robert’s leaving, but he was ready to adapt 
his plans to the possibility of such distinction, even though 
it was Julia who suggested it. 

Robert, however, honestly shook his head. Julia was 
annoyed with him. He could have been more hopeful than 
that without actually telling a lie but, after a moment’s 
dismay, she rallied. She laughed gaily. ‘And you know 
what that means, from Robert. He always runs himself 
down.’ 

Robert frowned heavily and John asked with some 
eagerness, ‘Is there any chance at all?’ 

‘No,’ Robert said, glaring at his plate. ‘Not unless there’s 
a plague and I’m the only survivor.’ 

He had a reasonable regard for truth; he would have lied 
for the honour of the school; he told the truth now, in the 
same cause, but if the truth had been what he wished it was, 
he would have lied and lost his chances, rather than let his 
mother boast of his prowess to the mothers of his friends. He 
did not consider the possibility of her boasting without cause. 

‘Oh Robert ! ’ she cried. ‘How stupid of you !’ 

‘Stupid?’ said John. ‘What do you mean? Isn’t he telling 
the truth? Don’t you want him to tell the truth?’ 

‘Yes, of course I do, but I want him to have another year 
at school,’ Julia said piteously. 

‘Well, you’ve gone the wrong way about it and he won’t 
get it,’ said John. 
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CHAPTER XXXV 


He had lived with her for eighteen years; he expected her to 
be to-day exactly what she had been when he married her, 
what she was ten years ago, what she was only yesterday, and 
this simple trust was the measure of his own simplicity or of 
his impenetrability to experience. But, during the long 
argument in which she tried to involve him after dinner, 
when Robert and Sybil, warned of a storm, had found com- 
parative shelter behind their homework, it occurred to him 
that some of the qualities she was displaying, persistence and 
pride and resentment, could not have sprung into existence 
at this very moment. Indeed, her own words referred them to 
an earlier date, and though he did not believe her criticism was 
fair and knew he was not bad tempered or selfish or tyrannous, 
he had to realize that such was the impression he had given 
and that her cruel misunderstanding of his character went 
very deep. He also saw himself fatuous in his assumption 
that everything was as he wished it to be, 

^And you’re not even interested in Rachel’s teeth!’ Julia 
cried. 

He did not smile. He was unaware of anti-climax for 
her eyes flashed and the tears were dry which, hitherto, had 
seemed to water their quarrels for a richer harvest of affection 
and caresses. Her small figure was taut, her nostrils fluttered, 
but there was no pathetic play of the eyelashes. He did not 
like her in this guise, and, as though the sight of someone in 
a temper taught him the dignity and power of controlling his 
own, he hardly spoke; after a time, in instinctive defence of 
much that he Ixad cherished, he did not listen. 

‘But Robert,’ Julia said grandly, finishing a long speech, 
‘knows now that he has a mother who will fight for him.’ 
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‘Why didn’t he know before?’ John asked with mild 
shrewdness. ‘That would have saved a lot of trouble.’ 

‘To the last breath!’ she added. 

‘Oh nonsense! You can’t go on fighting as long as all 
that.’ He went towards the door and, as she made to follow 
him, he said quietly, ‘No, stay where you are.’ 

Then the tears did come because suddenly she felt helpless 
and she called after him, ‘How horrid to me you all are! 
All your family! You and May and Celia. And Hester would 
be, too, I suppose, only we never see her. And I know why! 
I know why! It’s because she won’t put up with your 
bullying.’ 

He absorbed that statement without repentance as he 
went upstairs. He was obeying his father’s wishes in regard 
to Hester; he disapproved more strongly than ever of 
independence in a woman and robbing Julia of any need 
for it might have been among his motives as he went to find 
his son. 

When he opened the door of the little room they called 
the study, he found Robert and Sybil bending over their 
books in unnatural earnestness. It was an attitude he had 
often assumed himself in somewhat similar circumstances, 
he knew they had been discussing domestic matters and his 
smile must have been sardonic for he saw alarm in both 
raised faces. 

‘Is this true what your mother tells me?’ he asked gravely. 
‘Then if it’s true, why haven’t you said anything about it?’ 

‘I didn’t see the use,’ Robert muttered. 

‘And you’d be a queer kind of schoolmaster, wouldn’t 
you?’ 

‘Yes, I expect so. It doesn’t matter.’ 

‘And, it seems to me, you’ll be a bear whatever else you 
are. In my day they tried to give us manners. But perhaps 
they’ve tried with you and failed.’ 

Sybil’s lips parted, but she did not speak until John 
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addressed her, not unkindly. ‘Well, what have you to say 
about it?’ 

‘He’s not a bear unless he’s baited,’ she said, looking at 
her father steadily because she was frightened, but a daughter 
could say what was not permitted in a son and John lifted 
his eyebrows comically. 

‘And who’s baiting him? Me? I wish you could have 
heard the way my father used to talk to your aunts and 
me.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Sybil, growing a little bolder, judging her 
father’s mood much more accurately than poor Robert 
could, ‘that kind of thing is quite out of date. It doesn’t 
work any longer.’ 

‘Oh, you think it doesn’t work. But what would you 
think if I put you into the shop, too?’ Wisely, he did not 
wait for an answer. He left his last word ringing hopelessly 
in Robert’s ears and stood for a minute or two on the wide 
landing, at a good distance from the study door, lest he 
should accidentally play the eavesdropper. He had a queer 
feeling, quite new to him, of unfamiliarity with his own home 
and isolation in it. 

It was a solid house. The heavy bedroom doors were of 
panelled walnut, the broad staircase was handsomely 
balustraded with carved wood. A blue and red Turkey 
carpet had resisted and would continue to resist for a long 
time, the constant passage of many feet. It was rather a 
dark landing and the lights were on, though, outside, dark- 
ness had not feUen yet, and these lights were dimmed by 
parchment lanterns, repeating at their edges, the colours in 
the carpet. . The general effect was approved by Julia and 
John alike, as comfortable and richly modest, but to-night 
he was oppressed by it. The younger children were asleep, 
the voices of Robert and Sybil were silent or pitched very 
low, no sounds penetrated the green baize door separating 
the kitchen premises from the rest of the house. He hardly 
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knew what to do or where to go. He reflecteda hke many 
another member of a family, that in none of these rooms, 
behind none of these doors, could he find a place which was 
all his own. It was the first time he had wanted one. It was 
the first time he had been aware of more than temporary 
hostile criticism in his home and though it was Julia who had 
enlightened him and offered most of it, he was much more 
concerned with, much more interested in, his elder children. 
There was a sense in which quarrelling with a wife, accusing 
and being accused, was of very little importance. Ideally, 
the relationship implied sympathy; practically and by its 
very nature, it allowed, as no other did, of fierce antipathy 
and verbal cruelty, as though one form of passion caused 
and let loose the others and then, after a time, submerged 
them. They would rise again and meanwhile they were not 
forgotten, neither were they much resented: they were 
accepted as part of the strange intimacy which, breaking 
down reserves, had to submit to consequent invasions. 

This invasion had been more startling than any other. 
She had tried to show him how he appeared to her and, in 
doing so, she had revealed herself, but that, eventually, 
between him and her would, he believed, make little 
difference. For the moment, however, he did not desire her 
company and he leaned over the banisters and saw the 
drawing-room door ajar and knew she was listening for 
sounds of fury, holding herself in readiness to rescue. She 
must be feeling some disappointment, he thought, and, with 
more perspicacity than he was aware of, he told himself 
that whatever happened she would make herself the 
gainer: she would be a martyr or a miracle worker and she 
would adapt herself to either part and there was no denying 
that it was she who had enabled John to see Robert, sulkily 
hopeless, and Sybil, with candid, judging eyes, as two 
separate human beings with whom, to his surprise, he found 
himself wishing to stand well. 
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He felt very lonely on that landing, the solid doors all shut, 
and Julia barring his escape below. He would have felt 
guilty, like an intruder, if anyone had found him there, 
standing on the carpet he had bought, within a few yards of 
the children of his body, in the house where his parents 
had lived and where he had spent part of his own youth, 
and he turned and went quickly into the bedroom he shared 
with Julia. It was hardly recognizable as the one his father 
had shared with his mother. In their day it had been 
definitely parental, solemn, rather dark, sacred to authority 
and secret conclaves on a domestic policy which almost 
invariably and, no doubt, with the best intentions, ran 
contrary to the inclinations of the children. The sober wall- 
paper, the curly walnut furniture, the great washing-stand 
with its two basins and two ewers, had disappeared and it 
was long since John had remembered that this room was 
once the scene of family law-making into which he had not 
lightly ventured, long since the house had been anything 
but his very own and, in that sense of possession, he had lost 
his recollection of himself as a young man moving among the 
rooms and on the stairs, or of his sisters as young women with 
masses of hair to which their, hats were precariously attached 
with ornamental pins like skewers, and friUed beribboned 
petticoats under their modest skirts. And he remembered 
how they had all had a faint, unaccountable feeling of guilt 
in their pleasures and the conviction that these pleasures 
might be denied them at any moment, out of a capricious, 
disciplinary impulse. Yet they had been kindly parents 
and, for their period, they had been indulgent, but perhaps 
there had been times when they remembered their own 
stricter youth and wanted their children to have a taste of it, 
or felt some primitive unsuspected need to withhold what 
they had the power to give. It was the revenge which one 
generation w<is inclined to take on the next one, for its own 
sufferings, but John had to own that he had suffered very 
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little and, in regard to Robert, his mind was already made 
up. It had been made up before he left the drawing-room 
but only now, as he looked out of the window and rattled 
the keys and money in his pockets, he faced his disappoint- 
ment and humiliation. 

He knew that, perhaps mistakenly, the best of himself 
went into the business and the people who served him there. 
There was not an errand boy in the establishment who 
avoided his eye as Robert did, not a young lady behind the 
counter who stared at him with Sybil's summoned courage. 
And yet, he had never been unkind at home; he had been 
quick-tempered, no doubt, but he was fond of his children 
and expected them to be fond of him. Now he was realizing 
that the affection of the dependent young does not necessarily 
accompany the states of youth and dependence, that love 
must be paid for. It cost some people very little, people 
with charm, people with beauty, but ordinary people like 
himself must work or sacrifice or spend to get it. 

He started as the door was opened, and the pert house- 
maid entered to turn down the bedclothes for the night. 
What would she think of him standing there? Julia had no 
judgment in her choice of servants, this minx was quite 
capable of believing he was waiting for a sight of her and he 
hurried from the room. 

It was just as he had been telling himself. There was not 
a place in the house he could call his own, but he could not 
stand on the landing for ever and he made towards the 
stairs. At that moment Sybil came out of the study and he 
stopped. 

^HuUo,’ he said, as though he had not seen her for a long 
time. 

^Hullo,' she answered politely but with reserve and he was 
vexed at his sense of discomfort, almost of shyness. Last 
night he would have told her to be off to bed and given her 
a careless kiss: to-night he wondered what she was thinking, 
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not only of him but of things in general. This was a nuisance. 
He could not spend his time puzzling about his children. 
Julia did more than enough of that. It was foolish because 
they would only let you know what they chose, but at least 
he knew that this was not the kind of daughter his sisters had 
been or seemed to be, not the kind he had always believed 
he wanted, with docility as her chief characteristic. In the 
carriage of her head, in her frank gaze, she betrayed her 
calm belief in her right to criticize, to form her own 
judgments and act on them when her time came. She was 
sixteen, a shapely bud, with all its petals tightly held 
together and no force except Nature’s would loosen them 
to the fulfilment of their beauty. Without that warmth and 
urgency, she would be at fifty what she was now, though her 
colour might be a little faded or tarnished, a fine, rather 
rigid, virginal type of independence and candour, a woman 
who would want to set the world right and who woiold do 
something towards that end. But John did not look so far 
into her future. What he saw was a girl who might be a 
companion to him if he took a little pains and, to her 
evident surprise, he gave a quick, sly smile. 

Her surprise had indignation in it, for here was authority 
laughing while her poor brother glowered at the books 
which mocked him with the reminder that soon the books 
of his duty would be the ledgers of the shop, and she could 
not feel fiiendly towards her father. Something of this 
John divined. Downsteiirs, Julia hovered distrustfully, here, 
his daughter eyed him sternly and while he rather enjoyed 
the thought of Julia’s distrust, he would have liked a kinder 
glance from Sybil, but he still smiled zis, with his hands in 
his pockets and looking now at his feet, he shook his head. 

‘Very awkward,’ he said. 

‘And it will get worse!’ Sybil exclaimed. ‘He’ll be such a 
bad draper and you’ll be so vexed!’ 

‘Ah!’ He looked up. ‘But I didn’t happen to be thinking 
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of Robert. That’s all settled/ and as he said the words, he 
told himself that buying and selling was certainly in his 
blood. He was bartering his family pride and his stubborn- 
ness and his power for the possible approval of this cool 
young person and, less eagerly, of the loutish lad behind the 
door. He might be making a bad bargain for himself and 
eventually for the children, but he was at the mercy of a 
mood composed of resentment, a gaily malicious spite, a 
threat of loneliness, a genuine kindness and a desire to con- 
found his judges. 

T was thinking about you,’ he said. 'Were you going to 
bed?’ 

'Yes, when I’d said good night to mother.’ 

'You ought to have some fresh air first. In the garden. 
Come on!’ 

He took her arm and hurried her down the stairs and past 
the open door of the drawing-room and talked cheerfully 
as he went. She hung back a little but his arm was strongly 
fixed in hers and he ran her out of the house and on to the 
lawn. There the pace slackened, but still he held her as 
they walked to and fro and he hoped they presented a pretty 
sight to anyone at the drawing-room windows. 

'You’ll sleep all the better for this,’ he said. 

'I always sleep well.’ 

'So do I. I’m a very uninteresting fellow. I never lose 
my appetite or my night’s rest and I shall sleep well even 
to-night, even with a guilty conscience. Yes,’ he said, and he 
dropped her arm for he knew now that she would not run 
away, 'I know I’m not treating Robert well. I’m dooming 
him to living on a pittance and trying to teach little boys 
the things he could never learn himself.’ 

'Ohl’ After an astonished pause, Sybil flung her arms 
round his neck. The scene could not have gone better if it 
had been rehearsed. 'Oh,’ she said, with her mouth against 
his ear, 'how lovely of you!’ 
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‘I don’t know about that,’ he muttered, ‘but you can go 
and tell him. But no one else, mind!’ 

‘There’s nobody else to tell,’ Sybil replied happily. 

Had she forgotten her mother or did she still believe that 
one parent was always privy to the thoughts and actions of 
the other? He watched her as she ran back to the house, he 
answered the wave of her hand and he said to himself, a trifle 
grimly, ‘But this sort of thing will want a lot of keeping up.’ 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 


Before ten minutes had passed and when no grateful 
Robert had appeared to offer thanks, John doubted his 
power to sustain his benevolent attitude. He did not remem- 
ber that the young do not know how to thank with grace 
and hesitate to do it clumsily: he did not know that there is 
nothing more embarrassing than the sudden granting of a 
desire despaired of, nothing which so immediately, though 
temporarily, loses all its value, for he had never ardently 
wanted anything he could not get for himself. But he had 
never made anyone so costly a gift as this one to his son and 
he expected from Robert something equivalent to Sybil’s 
demonstration. 

wish they were all girls,’ he thought. 

A son to his own mind, with his own interests and 
ambitions, would have been a great possession. He did not 
imagine much or often, but he had certainly looked forward 
to the time when he and Robert would set off for the shop 
together, he had pictured their work and worries and 
successes shared and he believed he would actually find a 
pleasure in occasionally preferring the younger man’s 
judgment to his own, for he would be a shrewd man who 
was shrewder than his father. That was all gone and he felt 
cheated, but he knew he had cheated Julia by giving her 
what she wanted and, soothed by this thought, he filled his 
pipe and lighted it and strolled to the bottom of the garden. 
It was a time of day he liked, in warm summer weather, when 
the sky was still pale though the earth and the trees and 
plants were darkening. The sky, at this hour, was like a 
kind old nurse who allowed the children a light to go to bed 
by and gave them plenty of time before they need settle 
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themselves for sleep but, at what she judged to be the 
proper moment, she would cany the candle away, going 
very slowly, as though, when she left the nursery, she had a 
long corridor to follow. There was no fuss, no harassing; it 
was an orderly, time-honoured procedure against which 
there was no appeal. And John found it very peaceful 
among the vegetables. In spite of his tobacco, damp, green 
smells reached his nostrils and they came from his own 
possessions. And, from this point of the garden if he exercised 
a little care, he need see nothing which did not belong to 
him, not because his domain was vast, but because it was 
screened by a fine growth of trees. Yet he was not isolated; 
isolation did not suit him; he could hear the passing of a 
car, now and then, in the road beyond his palings, footsteps, 
too, and voices, but the trees gave him a privacy which, in 
his opinion, was worth all the flowers he would not have been 
able to distinguish from each other. He recognized the 
peas by their sticks and knew the edible from the ornamental 
kinds because they occupied different places in the garden, 
but they were all one in the important quality of being his. 
It was Julia’s most important quality, too, and she was bound 
to him for ever. He need trouble the less about her. Such 
was his simple view of the situation. But, he began to see, 
the children were different. They could only truly belong 
to him if he was willing to let them go. 

Queer, he thought, but he knew it was true and he 
marched quickly up the geirden to the house. He would not 
wait for Robert’s thanks. He would go and make them 
easy for him or pretend he did not want them, and it occurred 
to him, as he went up the stairs, that dealing, as a matter of 
course, in this sort of way with his customers, he rarely 
failed to be on good terms with them. 

The Turkey carpet was thick, the study door was open 
and he was arrested on the topmost step by the sound of 
Julia’s voice, by a special note in it, a little like the one she 
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had used earlier in the evening with him, but strained of its 
anger, its spitefulness, to an exalted patience. 

‘It’s a campaign,’ she was saying, ‘not just a single battle. 
I’ve won that for you, but a single battle doesn’t settle much. 
Your difficulties are beginning. It’s not only the fighting 
that counts. It’s the endurance of all sorts of hardships.’ 

‘I can’t see any hardship in doing what you like.’ This 
was Sybil’s voice, cool and slightly scornful, the voice of the 
rising generation, and John knew that Julia would now be 
smiling with tender pity for her ignorance. He made no 
scruple of waiting for her next words. He had always 
assumed that, as he had no words for his children she could 
not hear, so there could be no question of overhearing what 
was not meant for him. Now, realizing this mistake, he was 
held where he was by a kind of fear. 

‘Not hard,’ Julia said, ‘when other people want it for you, 
too, but very difficult when it hasn’t been given willingly. 
Robert will have to struggle against the feeling that he is 
doing wrong. I’m afraid he must be prepared for ridicule. 
He will have to be very brave and cheerful and patient. 
If he can’t be all that, he must do as his father really 
wishes.’ 

‘And not be brave and cheerful and patient?’ Sybil 
inquired. ‘I don’t believe he need be anything but ordinary. 
I’m sure, in his heart, father wants him to be happy. Just 
be ordinary, Robert.’ 

‘That’s what’s the matter with me. I can’t be anything 
else.’ 

‘And go and tell him how glad you are. You ought to do 
that.’ 

‘I’m going, I’m going, but I don’t know what to say.’ 

‘It will be easy. I kissed him, but I suppose you can’t 
do that. Just grin and mutter something. He’ll under- 
stand. He was nice about it. Not cross a bit, and he won’t 
be mean and make you miserable.’ 
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‘Ah, that’s right. I’m glad you feel like that,’ Julia said 
thankfully. 

‘Then why are you trying to make Robert believe he’s 
going to be horrid?’ 

‘Darling!’ Julia exclaimed reproachfully, and John turned 
and went very quietly down the stairs. The fact that Julia 
was right and Sybil wrong, that he probably would be mean 
and make the boy miserable, in spite of that moment of 
revelation in the garden, only made her treachery worse. 
He did not understand it. He was too much astonished to be 
enraged, but he was really wounded for the first time in his 
life and he did not know what to do with the sharp pain in 
his chest, the tight feeling round his head. He had an instinc- 
tive desire to leave the place where he had been injured, and, 
obeying it, he let himself out of the front door and marched 
up the drive, and in front of him, as though it were carried 
like a banner, there went the picture he had not seen of those 
three in the study. It was quite clear to him. It might be 
wrong in detail but, essentially, he knew it was correct. 
He saw Julia with an arm round Robert’s unwilling shoulders 
and Robert wishing he could jerk it off. He saw Sybil with 
her fair head held up, the corners of her mouth turned down 
and Julia was not pretty any longer. Her face was blurred 
with the confusion she had made in his mind. She was a 
fool. He had always thought she was a fool and often said 
so and he had not cared. Her affectation of wisdom, com- 
bined so oddly with her childish beauty had been an irrita- 
tion and a delight. He liked to mock it and he wanted no 
rivalry with his own hard common sense. She was a relaxation, 
a plaything, an opportunity for tyranny or kindness. Silly 
and sweet, she was, but not malicious, never malicious. Her 
anger, though he had been influenced by some truth in 
what she said, had seemed like the simulated anger of a 
puppet, but it came to him now that it had been real, that 
it had been stored for a long time, that Robert’s affairs were 
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the immediate, not the true cause of it. What was the cause 
then? he asked, bewildered. 

The picture had vanished and the Downs lay stretched 
before him. The double row of elms looked black and solid, 
sure of themselves, their place in the world and what they 
had to do in it. Fai away, he saw their point of convergence 
and he knew they did not meet, yet he was glad they seemed 
to do so. In a vague way, without thinking, he felt reassured 
by this semblance of a design, but perhaps it was only the 
quietness of the night and the sense of space that calmed 
him. He could see no moving figures on the grass; the 
surrounding roads shone so whitely that there was hardly 
need of the lamps edging the pathways. On these there were 
a few stray walkers and he could hear their footsteps; he 
could hear, too, the sound of tramcars, out of sight, as they 
laboured to the top of Nunnery Road. On his left, half a 
mile away, he both saw and heard them; on his right, by the 
railings of the cliff wall, motionless figures were standing 
and the solitary ones seemed symbolic, even to John’s mind, 
and larger than life size, as they looked over the gulf and 
towards the sea. 

But why was Julia angry? he asked again, stepping on 
to the dark grass. Her rage had broken on him suddenly, 
like a big wave appearing out of a gentle sea. He could 
understand that. He did not want to find a cause for that. 
He had his own violent uprisings and never troubled to 
trace them to their origins. They were gone in a moment 
and he forgot them and expected his victims to forget them, 
too, but Julia’s gentle words in the study were like the 
backwash his own waves never had, because they wasted 
their own force. Julia’s backwash of shallow water flattened 
itself viciously on the shore and dragged things from it, 
not only common pebbles but little treasures dropped there, 
as though it had a thousand eager claws, and yet its voice was 
soothing. T don’t understand it, I don’t understand it,’ he 
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said aloud, as he walked down the avenue of elms, then, 
seeing that satisfying point of convergence gradually dis- 
appearing to make a doorway for the sky where some light 
stiU stayed, he turned back, to see another point at the other 
end and this, too, widened, but now the doorway was almost 
blocked by a big house standing back from the Downs. 
The trees were playing tricks with him, Julia was playing 
tricks with him. Why should she? Why should she try to 
set the children against him, telling them the worst truths 
about him, instead of helping him to make them false? 
That was the action of a woman who hated him and of 
course she loved him. . Then why? he questioned piteously. 
He could explain why the trees teased him: it was because he 
chose to deceive himself, to see them as they were not, and, 
stopping as he stumbled over a protruding root, he found 
that he had stumbled, too, on an idea and aloud, he said 
solemnly, in a low voice, Terhaps IVe never really seen her. 
Perhaps I’ve never looked,’ and then he added, ^And I 
don’t want to. I don’t want to see her again.’ 

But he knew he could not escape that discomfort. He was 
the prisoner of his circumstances and convictions and the 
conventions of his world. He was much too practical to 
dally with the possibility of sacrificing his position and his 
obligations to a disappointment, a disillusion, which would 
soon lose its poignancy. That sort of thing, he thought, was 
what middle-aged men did in books. It was what he had half- 
suspected Stephen of doing. They came to the limit of their 
endurance or they had a sudden sense of futility and they 
walked off, leaving their possessions behind them. It would 
take much more than malice and deception in Julia to 
persuade John to such a parting and the neglect of his 
undertakings. He had every intention of sleeping in his 
comfortable bed to-night and going to the shop to-morrow, 
though in one he would have Julia for a close neighbour 
and in the other no hope of Robert’s company. He would 
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just go on as usual, like other humdrum men with a sense of 
duty and already he was suffering a little less. 

She’s done herself more harm ,than she’s done me, he 
decided, making for the cliff wall and wondering if it was 
too late to call on Stephen. It was ten o’clock and as dark 
as it was going to be. Where the sky seemed to overhang 
the distant channel, there was a bar of light and the chief 
darkness was in the woods on the other side of the gorge. 
It was low tide in the river and the lamps on either edge of 
it, looking very thin and small, two hundred feet below, 
seemed humbly to cast their reflections on the mud, protest- 
ing that this was the utmost they could do, and John, 
glancing down, regretted, as a good citizen should, all this 
mud which so seriously affected the size of ships capable of 
docking in the port of Radstowe. Slowly he followed the 
curve of the railings. A pair of lovers, close clasped, did not 
stir as he passed; a man, gazing seaward, his head lifted, 
gave John a quickly ignored impression of distress; a 
woman, at the point where the railings ceased with the 
sheerness of the drop, made a movement towards him as he 
approached, then seated herself, facing him, on the low 
stone wall. 

He distrusted any movement of a lonely feminine figure 
at night and he turned on his heel sharply, but a voice 
called him by his name, Celia’s voice, unexpectedly pleasant 
to his ears in its familiarity and warmth. 

'It’s only me,’ she said. 'I’m afraid I frightened you.’ 

'Pooh!’ he said, ‘what should I be frightened of except 
finding you alone here at this time of night?’ 

'I’m safe enough,’ she said. 'A more roving eye than 
yours, John, would have seen at once, by the shape of me, 
that no one else was in danger, either,’ and he, off his usual 
guard of primness in such matters, said tolerantly, ‘Oh, 
there’s no accounting for tastes.’ Then, as she laughed, he 
remembered to be an elder brother. 
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‘But what are you doing? Where’s Gerald?’ 

‘What are you doing yourself? Where’s Julia?’ 

He dismissed this retort very simply. ‘Don’t be silly,’ he 
said. ‘I suppose you’ve been to the Careys’.’ 

‘If I had, I shouldn’t have been allowed to go home by 
myself. So few people understand the pleasure of being 
alone. I’m just having an evening out because there’s 
nobody at home. And Mrs. Carey’s away. I’m sure you 
wouldn’t approve of my dining with her husband in her 
absence. Neither would Julia. Ask her!’ 

‘No need. Of course she wouldn’t. And I don’t much 
approve of your visiting them at all. You shouldn’t run 
after people better off than yourself. It looks bad and so 
would Mrs. Carey if she was younger. All that paint! 
As it is, she’s just a figure of fun. And you say she’s away? 
Why, I saw her myself this very afternoon from my office 
window.’ 

‘Did you? Are you sure?’ 

‘Perfectly. You can’t mistake her.’ 

‘No,’ Celia said, and she looked towards Pauline’s house, 
only a long stone’s throw away and a little downward. ‘In 
her car?’ 

‘I’ve never seen her out of it.’ 

Celia lifted a hand and swung it back and forth. ‘Which 
way was she going? This or that?’ 

‘Towards The Slope. You’re very curious. It’s quite plain,’ 
he said disapprovingly, ‘that it’s you who do all the running.’ 

‘I never run. I’m much too lazy,’ Celia said, as she stood 
up. ‘But let’s walk to the other corner, I can manage that, 
and then I’ll go home.’ 

‘I shall have to take you.’ 

‘Oh, nonsense!’ Celia said. She could see the chimneys 
of Pauline’s house against the brightness in the sky. A light 
frbm a window might have found its way through the trees 
and shrubs, but she could see none and for reasons which 
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seemed to her absurd but were nevertheless powerful to stay 
her, she could not go and rouse the household and have her 
fears quieted or confirmed. 

‘I’ll go back now,’ she said, ‘and you’d better go home, 
too. Julia will be anxious.’ 

‘I daresay,’ he replied grimly, ‘but I thought I’d pop in 
and see Stephen for a minute.’ 

‘So he’s back, too, is he? What a lot of disappointments for 
Juha!’ 
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CHAPTER XXXVII 


She expected a question or a protest, but he was silent. 
What she did not expect was that he would take her arm 
and hold it until he left her on the Terrace, and kiss her 
affectionately at parting. He was doing all the unlikely 
things and leaving the likely ones undone. 

‘They must have had a quarrel,’ she thought, as she went, 
upstairs, hoping that Catherine had not arrived before her 
and hurrying up the last flight when she saw a light through 
the fanlight above the door. 

‘I don’t like you to be here alone,’ she exclaimed. ‘I made 
sure you wouldn’t be back before ten o’clock.’ 

‘I wasn’t- It’s a quarter to eleven.’ The bland face of the 
kitchen clock confirmed this statement, and Catherine, 
munching a well-buttered crust, said indulgently, ‘You 
haven’t much sense of time, have you? But it didn’t matter. 
I looked under all the beds and in the cupboards, because 
I’d always rather know the worst at once, but it wasn’t 
there. Of course, I made up that Jimmy had been hurt and 
you and father were at the hospital, and things like that, 
you know, variations on that theme, but it didn’t spoil my 
appetite. I was frightfully hungry. The Sanders’s meals are 
much worse than ours.’ 

‘You restore my self-confidence.’ 

‘Heaps of silver dishes, though.’ 

‘Ah, there I can’t compete.’ 

‘A silver tureen . . . and the parlourmaid ladling the 
soup out so grandly, as though there were turtles in it, 
and all I found was a very thin slice of carrot and one pea 
and absolutely no flavour. Then we waited for a long time 
and Mrs. Sanders talked quickly so that we wouldn’t notice 
the pause, till another silver dish came in with five fish-cakes 
on it, tiny, about the size of pennies. Five, for four peoplel 
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Of course, I couldn’t take the last one when I had the 
chance. I thought Mr. Sanders might want it. But he shook 
his head at it and so did Mrs. and so did Mary, and down 
it went to the basement. But I still hoped for the best. 
I thought there might be a chicken to make up, but not 
at all. Four extremely skinny cutlets, leaning against a 
small mound of potato, and after that, rhubarb. Rhubarb! 
Without blanc mange or anything sturdy like that to bolster 
it up. Just rhubarb, washing about like seaweed in a pool. 
I don’t know how the Sanders live! I hke my inside to 
tell me when I’ve had enough to eat, but perhaps intellectual 
people don’t need so much. You know, they talk to each 
other across the table about serious subjects, asking each 
other’s opinions and then listening attentively to the 
answers, as though they’d never met before. That’s not what 
I call family life. And I was so cross and so hungry that I 
almost didn’t care about Grandmamma eating gingerbread 
out of a paper bag. So you see, I was brought pretty low.’ 

‘And you’ve nearly skinned that loaf. Well, I took a lot 
of trouble about bone-building foods when you were a baby 
and your teeth are my reward. What we lose on the loaves 
we gain on the dentist. Go to bed. We’ll ask Mary Sanders 
back one day and have an enormous lump of boiled beef, 
with dumplings, and a roly-poly pudding.’ 

‘Yes, let’s. Good night, pet. Where’s Jimmy? Where’s 
father?’ 

‘I don’t know to both those questions.’ 

‘What a good thing. It’s lovely that nobody need tell. 
I’m sure Mr. Sanders wouldn’t go a yard without explain- 
ing, and he’d probably take his umbrella.’ 

‘I’m glad you’re satisfied on the whole,’ Celia said meekly. 
‘It’s very gratifying. But what can be the matter with you? 
It’s not at all the proper thing for a young person to approve 
of her home.’ 

‘I don’t approve of it much, when you’re not in it.’ 
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‘It doesn’t often happen.’ 

‘No. What have you been doing?’ 

‘I went for a walk.’ 

‘How exciting!’ 

‘And I met your Uncle John.’ 

‘On purpose? Did he scold you?’ 

‘No. No, I shouldn’t call it scolding. A little advice, you 
know. As a matter of fact, he was rather sweet and I enjoyed 
being with him very much. He hardly spoke all the way from 
the cliff wall until he left me here.’ 

Catherine laughed, as she was meant to do, then she 
became grave. 

‘If you can enjoy that, what a dull life you must have.’ 

‘Dull?’ 

‘Well, isn’t it? Just looking after the house. The same old 
thing day zd'ter day.’ 

‘All the days are different,’ Celia said, clearing away the 
crumbs Catherine had left on the table. ‘And there’s a 
dififerent dream every night. I promise you I’m not dull 
and I’m very happy.’ 

It was true, though it might have been truer to say that 
she was not unhappy. She was anxious about Richard 
and uneasy to hear of Pauline’s presence in Radstowe. 
Whether it was a good or a bad sign in regard to Richard’s 
illness, it was strange that she had not spared a few minutes 
to give the latest news, but Celia’s happiness rested on her 
knowledge that, whatever happened, she had the best she 
would ever have of him inviolably safe. Then she remem- 
bered Meredith and saw how stupid she had been. Yet if 
Pauline could leave Richard for Meredith, why had she 
ever let Meredith go? And remembering that boy as she 
had last seen him, Celia said seriously, ‘I have a great deal 
to make me happy.’ 

‘That’s all right, then,’ Catherine said, with one of her 
hearty kisses, ‘but it can’t need very much to please you.’ 
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Fortunately, she did not understand how big a thing in 
Celia’s life she was herself. She was the reward of virtue, if 
ever there was one, of physical virtue though of mental 
frailty. She had, as it were, three parents, two of the flesh 
and one of the heart, and the result was a daughter who was 
more than any woman had the right to hope for. Celia 
allowed herself, this evening, to be a little doting and she 
decided that without Jimmy, without Richard, even in a 
slum instead of in this fair city, she would have no cause 
for complaint so long as she had Catherine. No doubt she 
seemed' ordinzu'y enough to other people; to Celia she was 
like a constant spring-time, with the warmth of its sunshine, 
the freshness of its winds and the clean smells they carried. 
She wais rough sometimes, frank always, never stupid. She 
might be witty when she was old enough to choose her words 
and targets and already she was pretty and did not know it. 

But she’ll marry the first reasonably possible man who 
wants her, Celia thought, because she won’t value herself 
enough or think it’s worth while to say no. How can one 
save her from that? But she’ll make a job of it, she’ll make a 
job of it. Better than I’ve done. She’s loyal aU through. 
I don’t know where she got it from. It can’t have been 
from me. 

She foresaw that the cause of present happiness might 
be the one of futinre sorrow. She could not bear to have 
Catherine wasted; yet, actually, she knew no one could waste 
her but herself. She let it go at that, and gladly, because 
she dreaded problems and it was foolish to look ahead for 
them. Already she was faced with one which must be 
solved — the necessity of enabling Catherine to earn her 
living. The problem was one more of choice than of means, 
but week by week and month by month she shelved it, 
telling herself that she disliked discussion, the reading of 
prospectuses, and, most of all, the making of a decision. 

But I shall have to talk to Gerald, she thought, as she 
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prepared for bed and looked about her with permanent 
distaste for her surroundings. How many days were there in 
the year? She had to think for a minute before she found the 
answer. There were three hundred and sixty-five, except 
when something funny happened in leap year. And there 
were just as many nights and she had not spent a single 
one of them outside that bed for years and years, except on 
the rare occasions of family holidays when she had slept 
in a worse bed with the same companion. For just as long, 
she had not eaten a breakfast she had not prepared herself, 
or missed taking in the milk, washing the dishes and plying 
a duster and because, in truth, she was not dull in following 
this routine, she feared there must be something definitely 
lacking in her though she was not aware of it herself. But 
then, she thought, folding her clothes neatly on‘ her own 
particular chair, leaving the other vacant for Gerald’s 
garments and thinking how very sordid the aspect of this 
room would be to the eyes of people whose maids and men 
whisked away their underclothes and produced clean ones 
the next morning, but then, she thought, it was just as 
monotonous to eat, each morning, a breakfast someone else 
had cooked and not to do the dusting and wash the dishes. 
Her’s seemed a very narrow world, but these simple tasks 
gave her mind space to roam in, far more space than was 
possible to a woman who was doing important public 
business. That sounded very well, she decided. It sounded 
meditative and wise and she was neither. She was simply 
making excuses for the laziness which would not learn why 
leap year had to be, or which of the heavenly bodies chased 
the others, for the nature which feared excitement and change 
and strong emotions. 

T believe I drugged myself twenty years ago,’ she said, 
^and I’ve never broken the habit. It produces inertia and 
I’m sure that’s what I’ve got.’ 

Nevertheless, she was lively enough to listen anxiously for 
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the steps of her menfolk on the stairs, to feel relief when she 
heard them and later to be irritated into sleeplessness by 
Gerald’s gently puffing snores. She blamed the snores, 
though they were not altogether responsible. She had pre- 
tended to be asleep while he undressed, and she heard him 
breathing rather heavily in his care not to wake her, but 
once she had half-opened her eyes because the breathing 
and the creaking stopped, though the light was still shining 
on her face, and she had seen him standing in his vest and 
trousers, a middle-aged figure no more attractive than her 
own, but his attitude, the lift of his head, the way he held 
his arms, was like that of a runner about to leap forward in 
a race. Honour among thieves, she thought, shutting her 
eyes again. She had no right to watch him, she was vexed 
by the memory of that unlikely look of eagerness and pur- 
pose, ashamed that she should be happiest when he was 
uninteresting, commonplace, set contentedly in his rut 
even though, or because, she did not like the rut he had 
chosen. Then she could feel that she had done as much duty 
by him as he could appreciate or should expect, but she knew, 
and to-night her certainty was confirmed, that sometimes, 
when he was out of her sight or thought himself imobserved 
by her, he was another person, for better or for worse, for 
worse, probably, when he was with the builders of his little 
houses and readily adapted himself to their ways and speech, 
for better now, when he believed she was asleep. It was a 
strange thin g to say of that stoutish man, in a drab vest 
and with his braces hanging down, but he looked like a man 
on a hill, with the wind blowing and a goal before him. 

When he began to snore she distrusted that swift 
impression. It was highly incompatible with the noise he 
made. A more shattering sound, a fierce trumpeting, would 
have been more fitting than this gentle pufiing, but it was a 
shame that any bUt loving ears should hear it and on this 
kindlier thought she fell asleep. 
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When she woke, she could not tell how long afterwards, 
it was to a heavy silence. Perhaps the silence had waked her. 
It was heavy, but it had the quality of a thick mist which 
may stir at any moment and allow a glimpse of beauty or 
danger before it settles down again, and the silence was 
broken, the mist stirred, when Gerald began to speak. 
In its peculiar clarity and high-pitched tone, she recognized 
the voice of a sleeper and almost at once she touched hirri 
and with pathetic docility the talking stopped. He did not 
wake. He need never know what he had told her, so little 
in actual words that she could discount it altogether, so 
much in possibility and even likelihood, it fitted so well with 
the hints John had given her and she had tried to forget, 
that she could not prevent her mind from speculating or her 
heart from feeling anger and distress. 

Holding to her edge of the bed, she stealthily put another 
inch between her body and his and even the thought that 
she, too, might at some time have made revelations in her 
sleep, did not lessen the necessity to avoid him. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII 


Tou were very late last night, Jimmy/ she said. 

‘Not last night/ he corrected her amiably. ‘It was this 
morning. Did I wake you?’ 

‘I wasn’t asleep. I hardly had any sleep last night/ she 
said. Then, disliking this slight note of complaint, she 
added, ‘But people always think they sleep much worse 
than they do.’ 

‘I’ll get my own breakfast to-morrow and you can have 
an extra hour. I’ll get it every morning, if you like.’ 

‘I shouldn’t like it at all. I want you to have a few extra 
hours yourself. You’re burning the candle at both ends, as 
my mother used to say, though we had very little chance of 
doing it.’ 

‘I don’t suppose you had a handy cousin, had you, to give 
you a taste of night life in Radstowe?’ 

‘Is there such a thing?’ 

‘If you know where to find it.’ 

‘Fit for Susan?’ 

‘Yes. SheUkedit’ 

‘That’s a very poor answer.’ 

‘Well, she wouldn’t have liked it if it wasn’t fit for her, 
would she?’ 

‘I suppose you think not.’ 

Jimmy looked at her gravely. ‘Yes, you’re right. I’m sure 
you had very little sleep. I don’t believe you slept at all.’ 

‘I’m sorry, Jimmy. Go on. Did you dance?’ 

‘Dance? No. But we walked for miles.’ 

‘In the country?’ 

‘Down by the docks. Backwards and forwards. Over the 
bridges. Across the water in aU the ferries and then I got 
a boat and rowed down the river in my waistcoat and shirt 
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sleeves. Pity I wasn’t wearing a bowler hat! I was pulling 
against the tide and that took time, but I came back with it 
easily enough.’ 

^That was a novel kind of excursion.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Jimmy dryly, ‘that was rather the idea. And 
now I shan’t go near her for at least a week.’ 

‘And will that be a long time?’ 

‘I think it will be about right.’ 

‘You’ve worked it all out,’ she said, a little sadly. 

‘No, I’m trying experiments as I go along.’ 

‘But you can’t spend your life doing that.’ 

‘Why should I?’ 

‘If it’s necessary now,’ she said slowly, ‘to be a little differ- 
ent, to rouse curiosity, it will be necessary afterwards. I mean 
for happiness. The state of marriage doesn’t dissolve diffi- 
culties that were there before. It increases them. At least it 
does for women.’ 

‘I thought you liked her.’ 

‘I like you better. Yes, it must have been very romantic, 
even with you in your shirt sleeves, to go down the river at 
night, especially if her family didn’t know where she was.’ 

‘Prudence knew. But you needn’t try to spoil it.’ 

‘Oh,’ she said from her heart, ‘I’m not trying to do that. 
Keep what you can. There’s never much of it. I’m only 
trying to spare you pain. It’s a foolish occupation and I 
always meant to avoid it.’ 

‘I don’t intend to be hurt.’ 

‘None of us does, my dear. But you mustn’t tell me these 
things so early in the morning. You’ll agree that I’m not 
genial and I haven’t had time to gather my wits together.’ 

‘What do you want your wits for?’ he asked slyly. ‘To 
manage me tactfully?’ He made a grimace, less sentimental 
than a sigh but doing duty for it. ‘I rather wish you could.’ 

She followed him down the stairs and then stood on the 
Terrace in the cool emptiness of the morning. The sky over 
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Easterly was pale but, above Celia’s head it was already blue 
and the birds among the trees across the road had been sing- 
ing for a long time. They had waked in a better temper than 
she had and they meant everyone to know it, but there were 
not many people to hear them. As she looked along the 
broad sweep of the pavement, she could see a maidservant 
beating a mat against the railings and another kneeling to 
scrub a doorstep, but habits had changed since her mother’s 
servants had risen at six o’clock and now, at a htde after seven, 
she had the place almost to herself. A milkcart was in the 
road below, a charming vehicle, low hung and backless to 
make ascent and descent easy for the driver who drove 
standing. It had a jaunty appearance with the reins lifted 
over an iron bar to avoid the shining cans: it was rather 
like an ancient chariot, but its uses were for peace and a 
common necessity for the morning milk had preserved this 
relic of the past. No motor car could have followed of itself 
the movements of the agile milkman, as this pony did. He 
moved very slowly past the area doors that gave on to the 
street, the areas of those houses still inhabited by a single 
family- He stopped where a flight of steps gave access to the 
Terrace, while the milkman deposited his cans and bottles 
for the dwellers in the flats and Celia had not a doubt that 
the pony knew how many pints each household took, knew 
the price of the milk and did addition sums in his head. The 
clattering of the cans, the jingle of the harness, the wise pony, 
the cheerful briskness of the man, all this she could have 
seen and heard in her youth and she felt tender for her youth 
which was far enough behind her to seem excellent in many 
of its aspects. And so it had been. There had been rigour in 
it and a certain narrowness — there would have been serious 
trouble if she had wandered about the city in the middle of 
the night, even though she had been accompanied by a 
stalwart cousin — there had been too little elasticity about 
what could or could not be done and thought and said, but 
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there had been a great simpKcity, a frugality of material 
desires and satisfactions not dependent upon incomes. It 
depended on the point of view, on a fear of self-indulgence or 
indulging others to their hurt, a view lacking generosity and 
courage but productive of a kind of hardihood, as was the 
comparative disregard of the feelings of the children. Their 
sensibility was hardly acknowledged. It was hit or miss 
with words and actions and effects were only noticeable when 
they happened to annoy authority, while she, with her one 
son and one daughter, was sensitive to every expression or 
tone of voice, and that could not be good for them. She did 
her best to conceal this weakness; this morning it had got the 
better of her. 

‘But she’ll never marry Jimmy,’ she said. T wish to good- 
ness she’d marry someone else and do it quickly, and then, 
he’s so scrupulous, he’d never look at her again, he’d 
manage not to think of her.’ It seemed as though it were she 
and Gerald, with their sterner upbringing, whose thoughts 
strayed and whose eyes took their pleasure, and she decided 
that the best of Jimmy’s generation must be the best there 
had ever been. With far more liberty of action and less force 
of public opinion, it was readier than hers to follow virtue 
for its own sake. She wondered if he would despise her, if he 
knew her, but she did not think he would. These young 
people were not censorious; they had dropped so much that 
was not necessary; they travelled very light. And she could 
not go with them. She could start them on their journey and 
then she could only watch them and welcome them back if 
they came. 

She saw the postman coming along the Terrace and knew 
it was time to coax or scold Catherine out of her bed and into 
her bath before Gerald wanted his, but she waited for the 
letters and took all there were for the house, promising to 
drop them through the appropriate doors as she went up- 
stairs. She saw that there was one for her, from Hester, with 
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a London postmark, and she read it as she stood on the 
landing under the skylight. She read it several times before 
she put it in her overall pocket and went about her business, 
stirring the porridge, toasting the bread, frying the bacon, 
making Jimmy’s bed while Catherine had her breakfast, 
keeping an eye on the clock lest she should be late for school 
and an ear on Gerald’s movements, lest his food should be 
overcooked or underdone. This was her busiest hour and it 
was her boast and the only domestic achievement on which 
she prided herself, that no one had ever been late for school 
or business through her fault. 

But Gerald had no definite time for his departure, an 
inconvenience under which she endeavoiured to be patient, 
and this morning he had not finished dressing before Cather- 
ine was running at a great pace down the stairs. 

'She’ll break her neck, one of these days,’ he said, with a 
chuckle, andcomplacentlypuUedandpattedhis coatinto place. 

In his least shabby suit he looked fresh after his bath and 
cheerful after the night’s rest which had ruined her own and 
she felt, or rather there suddenly flowered in her, a long 
suppressed rage at the necessity of serving him in his bed and 
at his board. It flowered because he took it all for granted, 
though he talked to another woman in his sleep, because he 
looked pleased with life this morning when Hester’s letter had 
set her own nerves on edge, because he dared to talk jokingly 
of disaster to Catherine and she felt an uncontrollable desire 
to hurt him and wipe the cheerfulness from his face. 

'Ah well,’ she said, speaking with false calm, 'if Catherine’s 
hurt, the staircase will only be taking its revenge. You’ve 
spoilt a lovely thing. It might be glad to spoil another. But 
I’ve tried to appease it. I always apologize,’ she spoke more 
vehemently, 'I always apologize as I go up and down.’ 

'I don’t see why you should. You’re not in the least 
responsible for anything I do. At first you wouldn’t be and 
now you can’t be. And that must be a comfort to you.’ 
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‘Yes/ she agreed, hitting back swiftly, ‘but I can’t help 
seeing it.’ 

‘No, and I see it too,’ he said. ‘I’d rather someone else 
had done it, but then the someone else would have had the 
profit. It’s not so simple,’ he said a little wearily and looked 
vaguely for his breakfast. 

She brought it to him. ‘At least that’s always ready.’ 

‘Yes. Thank you.’ 

‘And do you realize,’ she said, deliberately choosing the 
wrong moment, ‘that we have to do something about Cather- 
ine’s future, unless the problem’s solved in the way you sug- 
gest so pleasantly, and I shall want the money we’ve been 
keeping for her.’ 

‘Not for a year or so, will you?’ 

‘Perhaps not, but I’d like to have it, in the savings bank or 
somewhere.’ 

‘I don’t see the sense in that.’ 

‘I’d like to have it,’ she repeated stubbornly. 

‘But why? Why now?’ 

‘In case I want it.’ 

‘What for?’ 

‘For Catherine.’ 

‘But,’ he said, puzzled and uneasy, ‘isn’t it just as safe with 
me? Aren’t her interests mine?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Celia said quietly. ‘You may have others 
that are more important,’ 

He pushed away his plate and stood up. ‘Have you?’ he 
demanded, and when she shook her head, he said, looking 
at her steadily and not with friendliness, ‘I believe you 
think I haven’t got the money. What d’you think I’ve done 
with it?’ 

‘I don’t think anything. I just want it. I don’t know any- 
thing, either. I don’t know what you earn, or what you owe 
or how much people owe you. You’ve never told me.’ 

‘You’ve never asked.’ 
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‘Why should I? You give me as much as you can afford, I 
suppose. Perhaps more.’ 

‘Or perhaps less?’ 

‘N05 not that. And I’m more afraid of getting too much 
than of too little. And I do my best with it.’ She paused. 
She felt some praise was due to her for innumerable small 
self-denials^ but she did not get it, and, for a moment, she for- 
got his presence. ‘But not cotton handkerchiefs,’ she said. 
‘I never went as far as that. The children, had them when they 
were little and I always felt ashamed, but then, they lost so 
many. A dirty cotton handkerchief is one of the nastiest 
things there is, except a clean one,’ she smiled, ‘spread on the 
knee to catch the crumbs.’ But Gerald seemed to miss this 
allusion to his mother. 

Very slowly, he looked round the room as though he 
wanted to find something he could recognize. ‘I can’t make 
you out,’ he said in bitterness and bewilderment. ‘I can’t 
make you out. Haven’t you any feelings, that you are so 
careless about mine? Or are you stupid? Perhaps that’s been 
it — all the time. You say the cruellest things you can and 
then begin babbling about handkerchiefs. That’s important. 
Much more important than anything I’m trying to say. 
But then, you despise me. You’ve despised everything I’ve 
ever done, and I’ve known you did, though I’ve tried very 
hard to pretend you didn’t, poor fool! But I suppose no one 
could live at all if he couldn’t deceive himself a little. The 
reason you’ve never asked me about my earnings isn’t that 
you trust me, you’ve shown you don’t do that, but because 
you think they’re the fruits of — of sin, and you try to forget 
them.’ He added dryly, ‘But not always. Sometimes you 
like remembering them.’ 

Instead of further lowering her eyelids at this true charge, ' 
she lifted them and looked at him fairly, in the sort of self- 
defence she would have used if a stranger had gazed at her 
naked body. There was no dignity in trying to retreat or 
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hide. She put the burden of retreat on him, but he was in 
no mood to accept it. Thoughts long kept in check were 
now unleashed, and he said scornfully, ‘You’ve never con- 
sidered, you couldn’t imagine, that I might see them like 
that, too. But what would you and Catherine do if there were 
no fruits at all? It isn’t you who’ve had to force the crop. 
I know I’m not particularly talented. I’m not like your 
friend Carey, but I might have done better work if you’d 
ever tried to help me. You haven’t. You’ve jxist been tact- 
fully and damningly silent or said how neatly the plans were 
drawn! And as a matter of fact, though this won’t please 
you, OTir tastes are very much alike. That house of yours . . .’ 

‘My house?’ 

‘The one you cut out of a newspaper, months ago. It was 
lying on your desk for ages, on purpose, perhaps, but that 
wasn’t necessary. It’s just the one I wish I could have de- 
signed myself. Mind you. I’m not asking for help now. I 
don’t want it, it’s too late. And you shall have yoiu money 
as soon as possible.’ 

‘No,’ she said. ‘No . . .’ but he had gone and almost at 
once she heard the banging of the hall door. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX 


The first thing she did was to find the picture of her house 
and tear it into little pieces. It had lost its value for her. 
When she first found it she had left it on her desk only be- 
cause it was a real effort to her to put anything away and 
Gerald was quite mistaken in thinking she wanted him to see 
it; he was much at fault in fancying she would choose this 
method of instruction, and he was inconsistent, for if he 
could believe her capable of this tiresomely delicate hint, how 
could he believe in her complete disregard for all his doings? 

‘But now,’ she thought, ‘he wants to believe it.’ 

Did she not know, from experience, that desire to disclaim 
an outworn allegiance? But she had not suspected it in him 
and she realized that there were limits to the power of her 
womanhood, of all the physical attributes he had loved in 
their young days, the rich indolence of her movements, the 
low voice, the drowsy eyes. She knew he might learn to 
hate them, she was not sure he had not begun already. His 
quick response to any kindness had always touched her to a 
sense of guilt, but because it assured her of an affection still 
strong and eager, it had made her capricious and ungenerous 
with her gifts. She could see all this; she had a humiliating 
sense of failure, a strange sense of insecurity. This was in no 
way connected with material things, though it was perhaps 
comparable to Gerald’s feelings in transferring her capital 
from his account to hers. She had lost her reserve, her 
guarantee of worth, her resource against a rainy day and, 
thinking thus, it occurred to her that Gerald’s position was 
exactly the reverse. He had been enduring his rainy season 
all these years, drawing on her for the little she could spare 
him, and now the sxm was shining and he had no need of 
her, he could afford, now, to relax his hold of his poor 
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support. He must, however, have found someone to take her 
place, or why had he looked like that last night? Who was 
this Maudie — zind what a perfect name for her — whom he 
apostrophized in his sleep? And what did it all matter? As 
she had once priggishly reminded Gerald, there were worse 
things happening, all over the world, and if she had not 
waked, hot and flaccid, after a ‘wretched night, if she had 
not been troubled about Jimmy and Susan, if Hester had not 
written an annoying, rather silly letter, and Gerald had 
looked tired instead of pleased and hearty, she would not 
have lost her careful rhythm, there would have been no storm 
in a teacup. 

‘In a teacup,’ she repeated. ‘I live in a teacup and forget 
it isn’t the whole world.’ 

Then she heard Miss Riggs in the hall and remembered 
the breakfast things left untidily on the kitchen table, 
Gerald’s half-empty cup, Jhis broken toast, the congealed 
bacon on his plate. It was too late to conceal these evidences 
of disturbance and she found Miss Riggs looking at them 
calculatingly as she removed her hat. 

‘We’re very late this morning,’ Celia said cheerfully. 

Miss Riggs said nothing, and Celia began gathering up the 
plates and sweeping the fragments into the sink basket. 

‘That bit of bacon,’ ssdd Miss Riggs sternly, ‘would have 
made a nice flavour for the soup.’ 

‘I’d much rather it didn’t.’ 

‘And you’d better let me do the wcishing up.’ 

‘I don’t trust you,’ Celia said. ‘You’re quite capable of 
picking the bacon out of the sink basket.’ 

‘And there’d be no harm either, after I’d held it under 
the tap.’ 

‘And you wouldn’t tell me and that would be deceit. 
You’re so sure of your own virtue, you think you can take 
risks with it. No, I’ll look after all this. You can go and 
make my bed.’ 
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Miss Riggs jerked her chin up and clicked her tongue 
against her teeth. 

'I know, I know,’ Celia said. ‘It’s the high point in 
slovenliness. I dislike it as much as you do, but one has to 
forget sometimes. One isn’t a machine.’ 

‘It’ll have had a good airing, anyhow.’ 

‘Yes, that’s a comfort.’ 

Miss Riggs turned when she reached the door. ‘But do, 
pray, keep a look out for the mustard on the plates.’ 

‘I always scrape it off with my thumb-nail.’ 

‘Yes. When you notice it. You’ll never find it on any of 
the plates I’ve washed.’^ 

‘Oh, you’re perfect,’ Celia said. ‘I’ve known that for 
years.’ 

Left alone with the dishes, Celia found herself repeating 
words she had read often, long ago, and not consciously 
remembered for years. 

‘Birds in the high hall garden,’ she said. ‘Birds in the high 
hall garden.’ Where did they come from, those words? 
They made a most unsuitable accompaniment to her present 
task. ‘High hall garden.’ She knew better than to search 
for the next line. It would come if she pretended to be con- 
tent with what she had. It was a good thing Miss Riggs had 
not heard that last remark. She would have made a lesson 
out of it. She was full, of lessons, but she did not, as it were, 
bring them up. They just slipped easily over her brim, like 
water over the edge of a bowl. 

‘Birds — ’ Celia said again and, suddenly, ‘Birds in the 
high hall garden, when twilight was falling, Maud, Maud, 
Maud, Maud, they were crying and calling.’ 

Tennyson’s Maud, of course. She had not read it since 
she was a girl but Maudie had brought it back unbidden. 
How strangely the mind worked. She had heard a name in 
the night and the indefatigable secretary who had charge of 
her memory had been silently busy with the files and the 
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card indexes and, determined to find some sort of connection, 
had at last produced it. 

She stepped back from the sink and leaded against the 
table, the litde mop still in her hand and water dripping 
from it unheeded, while more of those words came back to 
her. Maud in the high hall garden, in gloss of satin and 
glimmer of pearls. Shine out little head sunning over with 
curls. Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls. Pretty, but 
a little facile, she thought now. The black bat night was 
better, and the passion flower at the gate; the flute, violin, 
bassoon. She was very old-fashioned, she supposed, but she 
thought these were lovely words. They came back to her 
and with them came her youth when it seemed that for her, 
too, there must be a lover waiting in the scented darkness 
of a garden, when she could think happily of passionate 
grief and of love frustrated. Lovely words, she thought again; 
the words Maudie had brought back. Was Maudie lovely 
too? She did not believe it. She could not help seeing her 
as the typical barmaid of her girlhood, when barmaids were 
the dread, the ultimate horror of parents like her own, when 
they had bosoms and yellow, high-piled hair, a gift for im- 
proper repartee and a good-humoured rapaciousness. It 
was that, that idea of Maudie, although she had not thought 
it out, which had inspired her to ask for Catherine’s money. 
If Gerald had called on Mary or on Ellen, she would not 
have trembled for her nest egg, but Maudie seemed to have 
her shining, pointed finger-nails already on it. 

And I could be funnily improper too, if I liked, she 
thought unexpectedly, almost defiantly. Then she shook her 
head. But not with Gerald. She feared his response to that 
kind of humour, the piquancy whereof lay in restraint, and 
yet to him she must seem all restraint without the piquancy. 
Slowly and thoughtfully, she set the dirty water swirling in 
the bowl. It was true she had been of little use to him and 
if it was true that she had prevented him from doing better 
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work, then she had sinned grievously, but these might-have- 
beens were so easy to produce and to believe in, they were 
so consoling to mediocrity. She might have been a perfect 
wife to another man, but would she? When two personalities 
tried to fuse they seemed to separate, to discover antagonisms, 
in the very effort. 

‘Miss Riggs,’ she said, for Miss Riggs was getting the carpet 
sweeper from the cupboard, ‘is Jo a good carpenter?’ 

‘I reckon he must be.’ 

‘Why? Just because he’s yovur young man?’ 

This sally neither amused nor angered Miss Riggs. ‘Be- 
cause he’s never out of work,’ she said. 

‘Perhaps he always has to do it twice, or is that only 
plumbers? Oh, I’m sorry. Miss Riggs, dear. I forgot that 
Fred was one.’ 

Miss Riggs spread a newspaper on the floor to receive the 
accumulated fluff and grit from the carpet sweeper and she 
gave Celia a glance of reproach which had nothing to do 
with Fred or Jo, before she inquired, ‘Are you trying to put 
me off him?’ 

‘No, I’m just interested. Yes, I’ve seen the dust. Heaps of 
it, but I never do what I know someone else will do for me.’ 
She raised her eyebrows. ‘A mistake, perhaps. I was wonder- 
ing, when you see Jo in the evening, and I suppose you see 
him every evening, does he tell you what he’s been doing all 
the day?’ 

‘He was never one to talk much.’ 

‘Do you try to find out? Would he like you to try? Would 
he be hurt if you didn’t?’ 

‘Hurt? What would he be hurt for?’ 

‘I just wanted to know,’ Celia said meekly. 

‘There’s only the one way of putting up a shelf and that’s 
the right way and that’s the way Jo’d do it.’ 

‘You’re sure of that?’ 

‘Yes, but you can’t talk a lot about it, can you?’ 
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‘I suppose not.’ 

'Any more than I could talk about the way I scrub this 
floor.’ 

'But suppose he was a cabinet maker,’ Celia said per- 
suasively, 'designing his own work, inlaying it with ebony and 
satinwood?’ 

'He’d just have to stop being,’ Miss Riggs said. 'There’s no 
call for that kind of thing nowadays. It’s a pity,’ she said, 
holding the shaft of the carpet sweeper with both hands and 
resting her cheek against them, 'but, the way I see it, a man’s 
first job is to earn his living. And a woman’s too,’ she said, 
remembering her duties. 'We’ll never catch up with the day 
at this rate.’ 

'Oh,’ said Celia, 'must everything be sacrificed to speed? 
The cabinet makers, all the lovely leisurely things? The art 
of conversation went long ago, but why shouldn’t we talk 
when we want to? We shall soon lose the use of our legs, ex- 
cept for stamping on pedals, and then words themselves will 
go because they won’t be heard above the roaring of 
machinery.’ She spoke with unusual animation and with 
some of the speed she disdained. 'Just gibbering, grimacing 
apes, that’s what we shall be, hurling bombs at each other 
instead of coco-nuts. The other apes will be highly civilized 
in comparison. Perhaps they are already.’ 

'Don’t you worry,’ said Miss Riggs. 'There’ll be plenty of 
talk as long as there’s all these silly women about, saying 
everything three times to make themselves believe it matters.’ 

'You overrate their motives,’ Celia said in her ordinary 
tolerant tone. 'They don’t start with any doubts. They just 
start and for the same lack of reason, they go on. But perhaps 
there is a reason, hidden away somewhere. A psychologist 
might find it.’ 

Unfamiliar with this word. Miss Riggs marched off with 
the carpet sweeper and, through a natural association of ideas 
Celia found herself thinking about May and thinking aboul 
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her with the kind of homely tenderness she had felt last night 
for John. It was extraordinary, she thought, this tie of blood 
and a shared childhood. The knot remained fast in spite of 
disagreements and essential differences. It hardly felt a 
strain which would break it in any other relationsWp, and 
putting her hand into the pocket of her overall, she took out 
Hester’s letter and tore it up as she had tom up the picture 
of her house. 
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CHAPTER XL 


‘I don’t see why I should have to climb up all these stairs to 
see an unprofitable client/ Stephen said, a few days later. 

‘Client? Has somebody left me a fortune? But in that case 
I shouldn’t be unprofitable, should I? And upon my word, I 
don’t believe I should know what to do with it. Yes I should 
though.’ 

She would setde an income on Gerald, relieve him from 
financial care and give him the opportunity to design any 
house he chose and then, she thought, as she rocked herself 
in her little chair, they would see what he could do. An 
income was probably the cruellest gift she could make him. 

‘What’s the business?’ she inquired. 

‘Mostly an excuse for seeing you.’ 

‘Yes, I thought you’d be coming soon. That’s why I put 
on my best frock.’ 

‘Did you? Is it?’ 

He moved about the room, looking at one thing and the 
other, but he did not look at her; he did not so much as 
glance at the best frock which was a humble enough affair 
and a knowing eye might have discerned, under its general 
blueness, a suggestion of the pattern the silk had shown in 
its fiirst state of a different colour. This negligence did not 
disturb the good conceit of herself that Stephen always gave 
her. No one made her feel more feminine, so little touched 
by time. If he did not look at her, he was conscious of her, 
not so much, she believed, of this separate woman Celia, as 
of some one roughly representative of wotnan, to whom he 
could mentally refer the others and even speak of them. She 
hoped he did not think of her as a safe, sympathizing soul. 
She wanted him to think of her as a materialization of all 
those qualities that tantalized, charmed, escaped, or com- 
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forted, but since he was rather a mysterious person, she 
was quite aware how mistaken she might be about him 
and about herself. However, this was the impression she 
had and it was the impression that mattered. It did no one 
any harm and she made the most of it. She rocked the 
chair; otherwise she was motionless; otherwise she might 
have been asleep. 

^Gerald asked me to see you,’ he said suddenly. 

'How disappointing.’ 

'I told you it was a good excuse.’ 

'I don’t see why you need one.’ 

'Well, a busy lawyer generally gets his clients to come to 
him, unless they’re bedridden and I can’t really afford the 
time I intend to spend here, but when else can I be sure of 
finding you alone?’ He sank on to the sofa, rested his head on 
the cushions and stretched his long legs in front of him. They 
almost reached Celia’s chair. 'Silly, of course, to want an 
excuse, but I can never enjoy myself in working hours without 
feeling guilty. D’you think our children feel like that?’ 

'Yours haven’t any working hours,’ Celia said suavely, but 
he would not be provoked into saying how much happier 
they would be and how much freer, if they had. 

He chose, instead, to provoke her. 'About this money,’ 
he said. 'Why don’t you leave it where it is?’ 

‘I don’t know where it is.’ 

'But I do and it’s quite well invested.’ 

'Then let it stay there,’ Celia said slowly. 

'It’s in Gerald’s name.’ 

'Well, I don’t mind.’ 

'He seemed to think you did.’ 

'Yes I did, but now I don’t and I told him not to bother 
about it. In any case, couldn’t he have managed it without 
your help?’ 

'Easily, but I’m glad he came. Did you know he’s been 
saving the interest?’ 
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‘Has he? Well, there can’t be very much of it.’ 

‘You ought to be thankful. There it is, for any emergency. 
He’s been a good husband of your money.’ 

‘But what’s money for,’ Celia cried, ‘except to spend? And 
to think,’ she said indignantly, ‘to think how often I’ve gone 
miles out of my way and wasted shoe leather to avoid the 
butcher!’ 

‘Do you owe him much?’ 

‘Not a penny at present, but sometimes I’ve had to keep 
him waiting for a week.’ 

Stephen laughed, almost silently, with his head thrown 
back and his lean throat exposed. ‘My good dear, don’t you 
realize that there are dozens of people, with plenty of money, 
too, who insist on the best joints and keep him waiting for 
months?’ 

‘Yes, I know, but it doesn’t make me feel any better. I 
can’t help believing he’s anxious all the time, under his straw 
hat. He wears it all the year round you know. It seems such 
a strange thing to do. How much does the interest come to 
in a year? About fifteen pounds? Oh, if I’d known we had 
that to spare, I’d never have been so meek with him when 
he gave me too much fat.’ 

‘It’s as well you didn’t know. You’re just so much better 
off. Gerald’s been a good husband of your money,’ Stephen 
said again. 

‘And why shouldn’t he be?’ 

‘Why not indeed?’ 

‘But you seem surprised.’ 

‘Well, yes, a little, but not so much as you are. Anyhow, 
he’s asked me to take over the job and I don’t want to do it.’ 

‘Two or three days ago you wouldn’t have had the chance. 
Some trustful members of your family were afraid you’d 
made away with much more than my few hundreds. Did 
you think of that?’ 

‘Yes, I thought of it.’ 
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‘But May didn't.’ 

‘No, she wouldn’t. But about this money.’ 

‘I’d rather talk about you because I don’t really quite 
understand why so many people, not your relatives, believe 
in you as they do. You haven’t the kind of noble face which 
is the ultimate ruin of spinsters and old ladies, especially 
spinsters.’ 

‘You’ve got to look after your money yourself, or let me, 
because Gerald won’t.’ 

‘Then you must.’ 

‘Unless you tried to persuade him . . . ’ 

‘I have tried.’ 

‘All right. I don’t think you’d better sell out. The shares 
must be transferred to you and if you want the interest for 
the butcher. I’ll let you have it as it comes in. Then that’s 
settled, but it’s a pity.’ 

‘So many things are a pity. Haven’t you any of your own 
without fussing about mine? With all your experience, you 
ought to know better than to try to help other people.’ 

‘It’s a professional habit. And Gerald’s very decent, very 
decent.’ 

‘You’re rather late in making that discovery, aren’t you?’ 

‘Yes,’ Stephen said frankly, ‘I like him better now than I 
ever did before.’ 

Celia’s smile, directed towards the hands folded on her 
lap, had a wifely sweetness, a superior knowledge and faith. 
It was almost worthy of Julia, but the effect was unpre- 
meditated. She was picturing Gerald in Stephen’s office, 
unconsciously and quietly a little dramatic, a simple, honest 
man who had been wronged but remained as loyal as 
possible in the circumstances, revealing a great deal in the 
very carefulness of his statements, portraying himself in an 
aspect to which another man must immediately respond. 
And because he had proved his honesty in this matter and 
the falseness of her feelings, too vague to be called suspicion 
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but, in his mind definitely and irremediably wounding, she 
was quietly sind bitterly angry with him. He had put himself 
right with Stephen, as a representative of the family, at her 
cost, while she would have suffered many things rather than 
betray the least dissatisfaction with him. She forgot that this 
was less loyalty than pride and that he had his pride too. 
With her relatives he had always been conscious of their 
view of him as a worldly failure and also, perhaps as a man 
not quite up to their modest standards of manners and 
behaviour. In a fairer moment, she would have seen how 
much more important to him was his personal honour, 
possibly breathed upon by others as well as by herself, than 
any show of perfect union in the home. And deep in her 
heart, in spite of the intactness of her money, apart from any 
question of money, she remained distrustful of him, of some- 
thing in his essence, as though his little houses were the 
expression of his meretriciousness and could not have been 
designed by an honest mind. And she had felt like this long 
before Maudie had taken defiinite shape in her mind. She 
had always believed there were minor Maudies with whom 
he had his little jokes; he had the look of a man who knew 
exactly what to say to them and she wished she had never 
seen him middle-aged and a little coarsened, never seen 
him out of the uniform with which he wore his young air 
of dedication, when he was timid of Maudies and indifferent 
to them. Yet she had seen that air again the other night, or 
something like it, and she regretted having seen that, too, 
for it put her somehow in the wrong; it also seemed to 
put him in a world, a good one, where she had no place. She 
had her own private world of the mind and she had never 
grudged him his until she discovered that he really had 
one. 

She lifted her head, and referring to Stephen’s last words, 
she said, ‘You’ve never taken the trouble to know him and 
can’t you see that this sudden enthusiasm is a kind of insult? 
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It’s the expression of your surprise at finding him as honour- 
able as you are yourself.’ 

He gave her his queer oblique glance. She knew he was 
seeing through her, though he hardly looked at her. ‘Don’t 
give yourself away,’ he suggested gently. ‘What makes you 
think I should be surprised? You’re a Httle, yes, just a little 
clumsier than usual. You are much better in defence than 
in attack but, with me, I don’t see why you should bother 
about one or the other, except by way of practice. I think 
we understand each other pretty well.’ 

‘All right,’ she said. ‘Put the foils away. Take off the 
masks or whatever those meat safes are called. You’ve done 
your duty as the family fiiend. Now you can start on what 
you came for.’ 

‘Are you going to play fair?’ he asked. 

‘Oh, this is your game, not mine. Have you had a letter 
firom Hester?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘So have I. A day or two ago. And it wasn’t a bit like her.’ 

‘Wasn’t it? But then,’ Stephen inquired, !what is she like?’ 

‘WeU, she isn’t facetious.’ 

‘Certainly not.’ 

‘And her letter was. I didn’t count the exclamation marks, 
but there must have been dozens. Very merry. Were you 
merry when you came home the other night?’ 

He did not answer that question. He said, with a little 
hesitation, ‘May I see the letter?’ 

‘No. I tore it up. It wasn’t a letter I wanted to keep.’ 

‘As bad as all ^t?’ He moved vmeasily, then rose and 
seemed to find some interest in the book-shelves. 

‘Well no, I don’t suppose you would have thought so,’ she 
said and she slipped into his place on the sofa. Sitting there, 
she had her back to the light and she felt safer, though it was 
not likely that Stephen would discover how much less that 
letter had troubled her for Hester than for herself, and if he 
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discovered it, he would not understand how these strangers 
to her secret, first Susan and then Hester, managed to spoil 
the vision she had cherished for so many years. It was she 
who had sent Susan to Paris and Susan had brought back a 
hat and the statement that Richard was a nice little man: it 
was she who had suggested Hester as an aid to Pauline in her 
ministrations, and Hester’s letter, meant to be am\ising, had 
made him a different person from the one she knew; it had 
shown her a man whose mantelpiece was thick with invita> 
tion cards, who seemed to have innumerable women friends 
calling to make inquiries and to leave flowers and fruit. All 
these invitations, all these flowers, seemed to turn him into a 
spoilt middle-aged bachelor, the sort of man whom women 
would naturally, and could safely, pet. She had not pictured 
him at parties, welcomed as a useful odd man at dinner 
tables, and she was jealous for her own view of him. For 
her he was rather solitary, genial enough when approached 
and always of a ready humour, but living, as she did, largely 
in the past. And, she had to own, that was where she wanted 
him to live. 

Stephen was standing by the fireplace and looking at the 
ornaments on the mantelshelf. 

‘You see,’ he said, addressing them, not Celia, ‘I think 
I’ve been in love with her since she was about fourteen. I 
didn’t know it then, of course. Why, why, why,’ he de- 
manded, and he picked up a little china figure and set it down 
again sharply, ‘Why are we not allowed to know the impor- 
tant things until it’s too late? It looks like malice. It’s so 
senseless. Nobody wants to get into these tangles, they don’t 
do it on purpose, and the punishment doesn’t fit the crime. 
Crimel’ He mocked his own word. ‘That’s a queer name 
for the best feelings one’s ever had. I don’t think I knew,’ 
he said more quietly, ‘until after yom father died and she 
said she was going away- WeU, then we had om: few hours, 
good ones, very satisfying for the moment, but a sparse diet 
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for a term of years. Sparse/ he repeated, and he turned to 
Celia as though he blamed her. 

‘Yes/ she said, and there was a thin, tired quality in her 
voice, ‘yes, it’s very sparse. But you’ve seen her sometimes, 
haven’t you?’ 

‘About once a year, when I’m in London.’ 

Celia nodded. ‘Once a year.’ 

‘Oftener than that, perhaps.’ 

‘Oh, oftener!’ She seemed to think this was not fair. 

‘But mind you,’ he was determined to make the worst of 
his poor diet, ‘It’s only for an hour or two. At the very best, 
how many hours in the year?’ 

There was a pause before she answered. ‘Six or seven, 
perhaps. In a lucky year there might be a few more.’ And, 
as she spoke, she wondered why all the years had not been 
lucky and she felt a sudden anger for the excessiveness of 
Richard’s restraint, while Gerald could spend his evenings 
as he chose, and against her will, she renewed her first doubt 
of the genuineness of the message Pauline had transmitted. 
Had it, at best, been inspired by her, in that softened moment 
when she believed Richard would recover? 

‘Six or seven,’ Stephen was saying, ‘I came to the con- 
clusion it wasn’t enough. Why should I waste happiness that 
couldn’t possibly hurt anyone else? Why shouldn’t Hester 
have some? But there were all the usual scruples and then, 
quite suddenly, there weren’t any scruples at all.’ He was 
silent for a moment before he asked, ‘Do you remember how 
I told you to find the monkey in the puzzle? Well, Hester — 
it doesn’t sound polite — but Hester was my monkey.’ 

‘Yes. I knew. For one thing, it was odd that you should 
go away mysteriously at the very time when Hester wasn’t 
to be found, when Pauline Carey wanted her, and now she’s 
there and you are here.’ 

‘Awkward,’ he said, turning his back on her again but 
watching her through the mirror. 
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‘I don’t think so. I think I’m the only person who knows 
all the facts.’ 

‘But you don’t know all of them. I didn’t ask Hester to 
meet me. I’m rather ashamed of that. Caution must be in 
my blood and it doesn’t dissolve even under considerable 
heat. But I hope it was partly because I didn’t want to ask 
her to do anything she would hate to refuse. I just told her 
where I was going, a place she’d told me of herself. And she 
was there. I knew she would be.’ He paused and shrugged 
his shoulders, then lowered himself carefully into Celia’s 
rocking-chair. The seat accommodated very little of him; 
part of his body and his legs made a shallow arch ending at 
his feet and he steadied himself with his hands on the carpet. 

‘And what do you think we did?’ he asked. ‘We walked 
up and down on a patch of grass in front of the house for 
about half an hour and then I marched five miles to the 
next inn. What d’you think of that?’ 
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CHAPTER XLI 

For a little while, Celia did not speak. She sat forward, 
holding her face in her hands and the picture of Stephen and 
Hester, pacing up and down in front of the guardian inn, was 
overlaid without being hidden by another, older picture with 
younger figures in it. And in this one the man limped pain- 
fully on his new leg. It was easier for the others, she thought, 
walking briskly, being sensible, with all their experience be- 
hind them. In neither of them was there physical suffering 
and loss, the bearing and the seeing of it, to weaken resolu- 
tion. And they were not young. But, she was not sure; per- 
haps that made it harder. In youth there was so much hope. 

‘What do you think of that?' Stephen asked again. 

‘Well,’ she said with a slight acidity, ‘you seem very proud 
of it, but I think you did what was going to give you most 
happiness in the end. I’m sorry not to be more congratu- 
latory, but that’s what I think you did.’ 

Rather to her surprise, he said, ‘I’m sure of it. I don’t want 
congratulations. I don’t feel particularly proud, but I’m 
puzzled about motives.’ 

‘And you’ll remain puzzled. Motives are the joker in the 
pack of cards — highly adaptable.’ 

‘I’m not sure it wasn’t a kind of cowardice, but whatever 
it was, we were agreed. As soon as we met we each knew 
what the other wanted and it was the same thing. The 
other thing just, somehow, didn’t do. She went back to Lon- 
don by the first train the next morning and I had a day by 
myself, in the heather, in the sun, beside a stream.’ 

‘Feeling better than you’d ever done before,’ Celia said 
slowly. ‘Profoundly at peace and yet elated.’ 

‘Exactly.’ 

‘But I wonder,’ she said, ‘I wonder how you would have 
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felt if it had been a very wet day and you’d had to stay in 
the inn parlour. Or do you think you would have gone 
striding into the storm and battled with the elements? 
Again/ she added. 

‘There hadn’t been a battle. I tell you it just happened, 
as easily as taking off a coat.’ 

‘Ah yes, the chill comes later.’ 

‘I don’t know about that,’ he said. ‘It isn’t an ordinary 
case.’ 

‘My poor dear, have you ever heard of an ordinary one? 
There are always special circumstances or they wouldn’t 
happen.’ Nevertheless, she thought that only her own was 
completely beautiful and free of some touch of sordidness or 
stupidity. 

‘But these were very special,’ he said, and with a shade of 
embarrassment, he added, ‘There’s a queer family likeness 
in all you girls. You seem to complement each other. That 
made the love more natural and the treachery much worse. 
Impossible. Anyhow, I’ve got back to my moorings and I’m 
glad to be there. I don’t like and I’m not equal to these cut- 
ting out expeditions. I’m glad to be there,’ he repeated, ‘and 
not,’ he said emphatically, squinting at her rather more than 
usual, ‘not just because I prefer to be respectable and 
technically innocent, but because I really like them.’ 

‘I’m very glad,’ Celia said, and she thought May must 
have been inspired to a perfection of tact when he returned, 
and then, remembering her dignity in this very room, her 
stricken but loyal silence, her unlikely gift for producing 
beauty and serenity, she said softly, ‘Have you ever looked 
for the monkey in May’s puzzle?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I’m on the track. Rather a solemn ape, 
rather a superior animal.’ 

‘H’m,’ said Celia. ‘That had occurred to me, too. If you 
can’t persuade your mate to share the upper branches you 
prefer, you really must descend occasionally.’ 

310 



^Do you do that yourself?^ Stephen retorted. 

IVe no need to/ Celia replied. 

'Neither have I, It’s not a question of higher or lower. It’s 
only a different kind of tree.’ He sighed. 'And it takes more 
than half a lifetime to learn that simple fact.’ 

'Arboriculture/ Celia said. 'The best hobby for the 
middle-aged.’ 

'Yes. I don’t know why I’m sitting in this extraordinarily 
uncomfortable chair.’ He struggled to his feet and then 
stood over her, frowning as he looked down. 'D’you know 
what troubles me most?’ 

'Still troubled? I thought you were all peace and plenty, 
so to speak.’ 

'You’re a little bit tart, aren’t you? What troubles me is 
that all these years I’ve had Hester on a sort of string. She 
could have broken it, I suppose, if she’d seen anything she 
wanted badly enough, but she didn’t look. She was tethered 
by a sense of honour to me — what some people would call 
dishonour, and she might have wandered so far and had so 
much. And now she’s forty. I have a home and I have 
children, but what’s she got?’ 

'I don’t think she’s done so badly. She gets quite a lot of fun.’ 

'That’s the stupidest and shallowest remark I’ve ever heard 
you make. What’s the matter with you? What’s Hester 
going to do when she’s fifty, when she’s sixty? Why didn’t I 
think of that at the beginning? But then, one doesn’t mean 
to have a beginning. We were in the middle of things before 
we knew we’d started. And what’s Living for if we have to 
be so careful? But I might have seen, afterwards, if I’d 
thought less about myself. Yes, it was peace when I was 
lying beside that stream. Still thinking of myself, you see. 
But I can never give back the years I’ve taken and I don’t 
believe it was peace for her when she went back to London 
alone. Oh, not at losing me. All the things she’s missed. 
Facetious, did you say?’ he demanded angrily. 



‘Rather jaunty. Keeping up her spirits, I suppose.’ 

He turned away. ‘This’, he said miserably, ‘is what 
makes the rest ^eem not worth bothering about. And yet 
I have to bother about it. What’s that rot about making 
stepping-stones of our dead selves? Very unstable stepping- 
stones, I should say. Your nerves have gone already. You 
think you’re bound to slip. I wish to Heaven’, he said, 
‘she’d marry that man she’s helping to look after. If he’s 
good enough.’ 

‘You’ve set such a high standard.’ 

‘Oh, don’t be snappy. He’s all right, isn’t he? Has he 
any sense? Sense enough to try a chance like that?’ 

Celia unclasped the hands she had been holding together. 
‘I don’t know that I should altogether trust his taste,’ she 
managed to say dryly. ‘But that would be a comfortable 
solution for you, wouldn’t it?’ 

‘And a jolly good one for him, if he wants one.’ He 
straightened his shoulders and drew a deep breath. ‘I must 
go back. I must just go on. That’s what it comes to at our 
age. We just go on. And, after all, it’s not such a bad thing 
to do.’ He became aware, then, of something unusual in 
her habitual stillness, and he said quickly, ‘Are you cross? 
I don’t wonder, but kiss and be friends. There aren’t too 
many friends about.’ He stooped and kissed her on the 
forehead. ‘You’re very much alike, you and Hester.’ 

‘She’s younger,’ Celia said with what seemed like anger 
or disdain. 

‘Five, six years? That’s nothing, but it’s true she looks 
younger than her age.’ 

‘Because she’s slim,’ Celia said in the same tone. 

‘But you are very nice as you are. It suits you to be plump.’ 

‘Dreadful word,’ Celia murmured. 

‘It suits yom . . . your placidity.’ 

‘Oh yes, I’m very placid. And Susan’s slim and I’ve been 
told that she’s like me, too.’ 
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‘Well, yes, I think I see what you mean.’ 

‘I don’t mean anything,’ she said sharply. ‘I don’t believe 
it’s true, about her or about Hester.’ 

‘Have it your own way,’ Stephen said patiently. 

‘That’s so likely, isn’t it?’ 

He shook his head ruefully. ‘I can’t say the right thing 
to-day. I won’t try any more. Good-bye.’ 

She waited until he reached the door and then stopped 
him with his name, and when he turned he saw her mouth 
curled upwards in amusement and he found this a pleasant 
change from its former droop of irony. 

‘Why did you come to tell me all this?’ 

‘There’s no confessional in the church I’m supposed to 
belong to.’ 

‘Strange,’ she said, ‘I’ve never wanted one. But you 
know, if you had to confess, John was the proper person to 
go to. It would have been interesting to watch the effect 
on him. The friend of his boyhood, his sister’s husband . . .’ 

‘Ah don’t,’ he begged, ‘you’re making it sound sordid 
and it wasn’t. Are you trying to make me face the facts? 
I’ve done that already. They don’t look pretty, but who 
can see them as they really are? Poor old John couldn’t. 
No, he’d be like the learned judge in court, the righteously 
indignant barrister, stirring up mud that was never there. 
But John’s a bit chastened himself, you know.’ 

‘No, indeed I don’t. What’s happened?’ 

‘The heir to the throne has rejected his inheritance. 
Robert isn’t going into the business.’ 

‘Not going into the business? How on earth has he 
managed that? Has he rebelled? Is he being tortured?’ 

‘No, it’s all quite amicable, I believe, but there’s no doubt 
it’s a blow to John.’ 

‘And he needed a blow. Ah, I wonder if he’d had it, a 
few nights ago, when I met him on the Downs.’ 

‘The night when I came home.’ 
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^Yes.’ It was also the night, as she remembered, when 
Jimmy had taken Susan down the river. ^He was very 
sweet, people often are when they^re unhappy, and I liked 
him. What does Julia say about it?’ 

That’, said Stephen significantly, ‘is what we don’t know. 
There seems to have been a little disagreement between her 
and May.’ 

‘Yes, it happened here and I must say I longed to wring 
Julia’s neck. Hasn’t May seen her since?’ 

‘Not since Julia called to tell her you had run off with 
Reginald Carey.’ 

‘The woman’s crazy,’ Celia said, ^or thinks everybody 
else is.’ And yet, she reflected, poor silly Julia was not so 
far wrong as she appeared. That was the worst of it. Stephen 
had been mentally unfaithful for years and narrowly escaped 
being unfaithful physically. Celia had been mentally 
unfaithful for more years still and no power outside herself 
or Richard could have changed her feelings. Was Stephen 
to blame? Was she? For him and for Hester and for her 
there had been and there remained a fine beauty in their 
emotions; the judges and the barristers and the Johns of 
the world made them mean and ugly. 

‘There’s nothing either good or bad but thinking makes it 
so,’ she said, and Stephen who could not follow all her 
thoughts, though he could often read them, said with 
amusement, ‘You’re not endowing Julia with the capacity 
for thought, are you?’ 

‘A kind of cunning,’ Celia said crisply. ‘And what an 
excursion it was, too, with poor Reginald! I had to go, but 
I wish I hadn’t had to. D’you know,’ she said seriously', 
‘I think everybody’s a bit crazy. You needn’t look atiAe 
like that. I know as well as you do that the remark has been 
made before, but it’s new every time some one discovers it 
for himself.’ 

She had the recollection of Reginald perched in his car, 
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driving it with a care assorting so ill with his unguarded 
words; she heard Pauline’s distant voice over the telephone 
and had a vision of her racing across the country to see 
Meredith whom she had exiled, without a moment to give 
her friend and perhaps none for Reginald, and since then 
there had been no message from her, not so much as a post- 
card with a word of reassurance or of thanks. And mean- 
while, Hester and Stephen were making their two long 
joimneys, meeting and immediately parting. At that 
moment, they all seemed to her like puppets jerked hither 
and thither by the hand that held the string. 

‘Except Miss Riggs,’ she said. ‘And Catherine.’ 

‘And what about my girls?’ Stephen asked with mock 
indignation. ‘You can’t bag all the sanity for your own.’ 

‘I suppose not,’ Celia said, and, after a minute’s hesitation, 
she asked, ‘Did you know that she and Jimmy were prowling 
about the city till all hours of the morning, the other night?’ 

‘Were they? Well, she’s all right with him.’ 

‘But is he all right with her?’ 

‘What on earth do you mean?’ 

‘He thinks he’s in love with her,’ Celia said, and hated 
herself for speaking slightingly, like an elder person, of 
young love. It was a disease from which most people could 
recover, but one in which something always died, and she 
said sadly and in shame, ‘I mean I’m afraid he’s in love with 
her. And I’m afrzud because I don’t think she cares for him. 
Your real troubles haven’t begtm, Stephen. Mine are just 
beginning. You won’t have time to grieve about Hester 
when one of your children is unhappy,’ and changing her 
mournful note to one of impatience, she cried, ‘It’s so tire- 
some of him to choose a cousin and make me seem so 
unenthusiastic. I can’t be properly kind about it.’ 

‘But you like Susan, don’t you? I thought you were so 
fond of her.’ 

‘I think she’s charming,’ Celia said quickly. ‘Too 
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charming, in this case. After all, Hester isn’t so badly off. 
She only has herself to bother about while we have’ the 
children to see through all their troubles, and then, if we live 
long enough, we shall see them having the same worries 
with the next generation. There’s no end to it.’ 

‘I’ve never seen you like this before,’ he said. 

‘You’ll probably never see me like it again.’ She laughed. 
‘It’s odd to think that John is miserable because he’s making 
his son happy. It’s borne in on me that I shall have to go 
and call on Julia. What can she be doing with herself 
without May? What’s May doing without her?’ 

‘She seems to be managing very well, thank you,’ Stephen 
said with a slight stiffness. Then, in a friendlier tone, he 
added, ‘I believe Julia was a kind of pleasant irritant, but 
May has had an overdose and I don’t think she’ll want any 
more of it.’ 

‘Yes, there’s something in that,’ Celia said, but she knew 
it was not everything. She had always believed in the sane 
core hidden away in May and it seemed as though she herself 
might have discovered it, but Celia felt her respect for 
Stephen a little lessened, not for what he had done or left 
undone but because he had felt the need to teU her all 
about it. 
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CHAPTER XLII 


‘She’s sitting on the seat again/ Catherine said one after- 
noon, a few days later. 

‘Who? The cat’s mother?’ Celia asked, without looking up 
from the letter she was reading. 

‘What a dreadful expression!’ 

‘Yes, dreadful, dreadful,’ Celia agreed with pacifying 
quickness. 

‘And you make such a fuss when I use a little harmless 
slang. I suppose you realize that I do it all the time at 
school.’ 

‘Couldn’t you make yourself xmderstood if you didn’t?’ 

‘I’d be misunderstood. I’d seem priggish. But the cat’s 
mother! That’s worse than slang. It’s common.’ 

‘Yes.’ Celia put down her letter. ‘It must be a legacy 
from a nursemaid. You never had a nurse. We had lots of 
them. They were always coming and going — young minxes. 
But they and their friends did give colour and variety to 
life. Your walks abroad must have been very dull compared 
with ours. You just had Jimmy and me. We had all our 
nurse’s acquaintances and their conversations, most interest- 
ing, well worth the occasional slaps.’ 

‘You don’t mean to say you were slapped!’ 

‘Not often, not badly. Ju!st a smart rap now and then 
because we were dawdling or hanging on to the perambula- 
tor or the nurse was tired. We knew there was no malice 
behind it. The slaps were part of the general mystery. 
I must have deprived you of a lot of mystery by taking you 
for those weary walks myself.’ 

‘Better,’ said Catherine, ‘than letting me be slapped.’ 

‘I’m not so sure. I don’t know what I should have done 
to anyone who hurt you, but I think I might have run the 
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risk if I could have afforded to have a nurse. I liked you 
very much, Catherine, but I did hate your little tapes and 
buttons and pushing your fingers into your gloves and doing 
up your gaiters. I used to try to make myself believe it 
wasn’t a day for gaiters and then make you wear them far 
longer than you need, in case I was being selfish.’ 

‘Did you?’ Catherine said with amusement. ‘I suppose 
you’re not naturally maternal. Some people aren’t, but I 
don’t think I’d mind looking after babies myself. How 
would it be for me to be a nurse, a properly trained one? 
Still, there’s no hurry and we’ve left the cat’s mother on the 
seat. But father isn’t in the least like a cat. More like a 
dog, but I don’t quite know what kind. A patient dog who 
doesn’t really expect anyone will take him for a walk.’ 

‘Oh Catherine, he’s not like that.’ 

‘Getting more like it. Just age, perhaps. I think I’ll try 
making a bit more fuss of him, but I don’t get much chance, 
do I? He comes in and he goes out and there’s my home- 
work. But I can’t please him by pretending I love my 
grandmamma.’ 

‘Did you speak to her?’ 

‘Yes, I asked her to come to tea. It was the first time I’d 
seen her since she curried all that meat.’ 

Celia glanced at the window where .the curtains were 
flapping in a strong breeze. ‘She ought not to be sitting 
there. The sun always goes off The Terrace at this time of 
day and the wind’s rather cold. I’ll go and speak to her,’ 

‘Now, that’s just like making me wear my gaiters when I 
needn’t. Overdoing it. I was charming to her and that’s 
enough. And what d’you think she said? She said, “How’s 
your brother?” pretending she didn’t know his name.’ 

‘He does nothing to remind her of it.’ 

‘Men always have the best of things.’ 

‘And I’m sure she’s miserable. I’ll go and see what I 
can do.’ 
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She put away her letter. This one did not need tearing 
up. It told her that the patient had made a good and quick 
recovery and Hester was not needed any more. ‘Not/ she 
wrote, ‘that I was ever really needed, except when Mrs. 
Carey had to go away for a whole day, but IVe done a few 
odd jobs, shopping and writing letters and I hoped Fd be 
some comfort to her, someone to talk to. But she doesn’t 
talk when she is worried. She gets grim. She isn’t worried 
now, but she’s even grimmer. I don’t like her and she doesn’t 
like me and I didn’t want to be paid. I was glad to do what 
I could for a friend of yours, but she made it clear I wasn’t 
a friend of hers and I had to take the money, and too much 
of it. I hate that and, in this case, it was so illogical. But 
I like Mr. Milligan. He’ll soon be well enough to go away 
and then he’ll go home with her. And, in case my other 
letter worried you a little — it know it was too gay — I’m 
feeling better. I’ve accepted my middle-age and I don’t 
resent it, and I’m on the tip, I believe, of getting a good job. 
It’s rather good-workish, but I’ve come to the time of life 
when brushing other people’s dogs and taking them for 
walks doesn’t seem enough,’ 

It was a letter to make her a little sad for Hester, troubled 
about Pauline, but glad for herself and as she stepped on to 
The Terrace, she. honestly wanted to be kind to the old 
woman who wanted to be miserable, but the desire noticeably 
lessened at the sight of her sitting on the seat like a figure 
cast in iron and with difficulty put into her clothes, the feet 
in the boots with the knowing buttons; one cotton-gloved 
hand clasping a tall umbrella and trying to drive the point 
of it into the pavement; a black silk mantle over the 
shoulders; on the head a little bonnet with pink roses in it 
and suddenly Celia realized one of the reasons why Mrs. 
Marston’s appearance was so unpleasant. Her‘ dark hair 
had no grey or white in it and in its resistance to time it 
was as rigid and stubborn as the rest of her. 
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‘And so ugly/ Celia thought, as she smiled gently at the 
woman whose formidabUity really lay in Celia’s strong 
dislike of her. 

‘No,’ said Mrs. Marston. ‘No thank you. I’m just sitting 
here, waiting for Mrs. Fellows.’ 

• ‘Do you mean Julia?’ 

‘Well, that’s not what I call her, but that’s the one. 
She said she’d like to come to tea and so she’s coming.’ 

‘But you may miss her here. She may be at your house 
now.’ 

‘Oh no,’ said Mrs. Marston, ‘that girl of mine can’t open 
the front door, or won’t, more likely, the way I’ve tried to 
teach her, and I wasn’t goiug to have any of that, so I said 
I’d meet her here.’ 

‘But it’s so cold for you. Couldn’t you have opened the 
door yourself?’ 

‘It’s not what I’ve been used to with my callers. I’d 
rather let her in from the outside. I told her I always took 
a walk in the afternoon and she could pick me up.’ 

‘Good idea!’ Celia said brightly while she thought this 
old woman was almost as much the slave of her taboos as 
any savage was of his, though she doubted whether Mrs. 
Marston’s callers in the Midlands were of a kind to be 
received with ceremony and whether it was not Julia’s 
standards to which she was trying to conform. 

From beneath the ribbons tying her bonnet aind those 
fastening her mantle, Mrs. Marston produced an old flat 
watch attached to a gold chain and after holding it at some 
distance from her long sighted eyes, she returned it to its 
nest without a word, and continued to gaze at the land- 
scape. 

‘Let’s walk to the end of The Terrace,’ Celia said. ‘If she 
doesn’t catch us up, we shall meet her when we turn back.’ 

‘You haven’t a hat or coat on.’ 

‘But I’m quite warm.’ 
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‘I don’t see why you should be any warmer than I am/ 
said Mrs. Marston. Nevertheless, she rose reluctantly 
and, clutching her umbrella, she walked at Celia’s side 
in the shadow of the tall houses. Beyond the reach of 
that shadow, there was colour brightened by the patchy 
sunlight and Celia, looking over Mrs. Marston’s bonnet, 
could see trees and roofs and chimney-pots slipping 
down the slope to the river which was out of sight. Beyond 
the unseen water, the serene, unchanging fields, carrying 
their heavy elms, rose to the level ridge of Easterly and the 
church tower, in one of its optimistic moods, directed the 
observer towards heaven. 

Mrs. Marston looked neither to right nor left, but when 
Celia greeted someone she knew, Mrs. Marston walked oh 
for a discreet yard or two and then asked sharply, ^Who was 
that? You’ve got a lot of friends, it seems.’ 

‘Not friends, not many of them. Neighbours, you know.’ 

‘I don’t call it a neighbourly place myself.’ 

‘Don’t you? Well, it may only be that I’ve lived here all 
my life and I’ve picked up a lot of acquaintances as I went 
along.’ 

‘And you keep them to yourself.’ 

‘I don’t bother about them and they don’t bother about 
me.’ 

‘Until the other day, I’d never met your sister-in-law.’ 

‘Hadn’t you? But you had a nice long time with her all 
to yourself.’ 

‘And I haven’t seen you since.’ 

‘The days go by so quickly,’ Celia said. 

‘Not that I believed half she said,’ Mrs. Marston remarked 
unexpectedly. ‘There’s reason in all things and, as far as I 
could see, you’d nothing with you but your purse.’ 

‘And even that wasn’t necessary.’ 

‘Not when you’re out with a gentleman,’ Mrs. Marston 
said, and across Celia’s amusement there went a flash of rage 
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that this was the children’s grandmother, a flash of pity 
for Gerald who had her for his mother. ‘Had she said less, 
I’d have believed more. I don’t mind telling you that. 
Not that she says so very much, though.’ 

‘Oh, I know what she doesn’t say and what a lot of fun 
she gets out of it.’ 

‘But,’ said Mrs. Marston repressing a ghost of a smile, 
‘I don’t have so many yisitors that I can afford to miss some 
company,’ she said. ‘We’d better be turning back.’ 

They turned and at once descried Julia’s figure in the 
near distance standing beside the railings, her hands on the 
top bar, and again Celia had the enlightening experience of 
seeing someone who was unaware that familiar eyes were 
watching and while Mrs. Marston grunted disapproval 
of the carelessness, or envy of the wealth implied in Juha’s 
white-gloved grasp of the dirty railings, Celia had a feeling 
that her hands had dropped there heavily, that, though she 
looked down, she found nothing of interest in the road 
below, that for once she had forgotten to be the Julia Fellows 
she presented to the world. Thus she had once seen Pauline 
Carey as she drove across the bridge, she had seen Gerald 
in his vest and trousers and here was Julia, insulated by 
something akin, in its effects, to Pauline’s grief and Gerald’s 
exhilaration. She had turned her eyes from Pauline, she 
had shut them against that vision of Gerald and now, in 
chivalry, she called to Julia while she was still some way off 
and at once, it was like a trick, Julia returned, fluttering 
and smiling, to Upper Radstowe and The Terrace, to her 
sister-in-law and Mrs, Marston whose age demanded a 
softening of the voice and a playfully cajoling manner. 

With Celia she was grave. ‘So you are at home again,’ she 
said, and Celia, with a wide smile, begged her not to be an 
idiot. But she added, as she walked backwards towards her 
own door, ‘Come in and see me on your way home.’ 

Mrs. Marston’s face accomplished the astonishing feat of 
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becoming a Ktde stifFer. Not to her were such friendly 
invitations issued, and Celia said to herself regretfully, 
‘How very difficult life is! But how interesting, too,’ and she 
wished she could be present and invisible at the tea-party 
in that little parlour where the furniture shone without 
warmth and even the edges of the crochet doylies under the 
cakes looked as cold and dangerous as jagged ice. 

‘Did you think she’d eaten me?’ she asked Catherine. 

‘I was getting a bit anxious. She’s rather like the wolf in 
Red Riding Hood.’ 

‘Poor thing,’ Celia said indulgently. ‘Wouldn’t it be a 
nuisance, wouldn’t it be upsetting, if I ever found I liked 
her?’ 
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CHAPTER XLIII 


From Julia’s point of view the tea-party was not successful 
and she was puzzled. It would have been false modesty to 
pretend she had not been a pleasant guest and Mrs. Marston, 
in her own way, had been a hospitable hostess, but it was 
definitely in her own way and not in Julia’s. Julia was 
urged to do what Mrs. Marston described as making a good 
tea and, realizing that any delicacy of appetite would be 
considered disparagement of the fare, Julia was obliging 
in this matter. And she liked pleasing people. She some- 
times thought this liking almost approached a fault involving, 
as it did, some neglect of her duty towards herself, but she 
had never tried to cure it. She laughed at her weakness, 
she shook her head at it, knowing a struggle was useless 
and her heart would always get the better of her head. She 
was ready to make a pet of Mrs, Marston. Being petted was 
the right of an old lady and she seemed to get very little 
of it, but to-day, she was not responsive to little flatteries 
and attentions and a deep depression fell on Julia in that 
chilly parlour. She did not know that Celia’s invitation 
involved the receiver as well as the giver of it, or that Mrs. 
Marston’s sturdy middle-class pride resented a hint of 
patronage from comparative youth to age, from wealth to 
comparative poverty, from retail trade to the professions. 
She did not guess that Mrs. Marston used some self-control 
in refiraining as hostess, from any disparaging reference to 
the shop, but she took her departure as soon as she could 
and without any encouragement to stay. 

She did not go at once to Celia’s flat. She turned up the 
street of which Mrs. Marston’s was the corner house and 
walking without a definite goal, she found herself in sight of 
the river with the bridge on her right hand. But she could 

324 



not see anything very clearly. The sun was overclouded 
and the wind had sharpened; it was almost sharp enough 
to have brought the tears to Julia’s eyes; she had the wind 
ready for an excuse if anyone she knew should stop and 
speak to her and in the supreme need of keeping up appear- 
ances, she would not allow more than one fill of tears to 
overflow. To manage this, she had to restrain her thoughts, 
her bewilderment at Mrs. Marston’s obvious lack of pleasure 
in her company, her woeful consciousness of May’s deser- 
tion, her fear of John, who had not kissed her once since she 
had rescued Robert from the shop, her grief because Robert 
did not thank her effusively and every day for saving him. 

She stared with dimmed eyes at the garden in front of her, 
a few yards of grass and shrubs and then a gradual descent, 
threaded by a winding path; she raised her head to look at 
the cliff across the river, slowly sloping to the level of the 
ground stemming the waterways; she turned it to look at the 
bridge, the vehicles crossing it at a walking pace, the figures 
by the railings, looking down, and it all seemed strange and 
alien and she had no place in it, and she thought, with a 
rare nostalgia, of her old home, that house smelhng of 
generations of healthy men and women, wholesome food, 
beeswax, flowers and fruit, stables and cow byres, and she 
thought of the square hall, the front door always open on it, 
its air of welcome, the matting on the floor, a litter of boots 
and riding crops and sticks in one dark corner, the row of 
brass candlesticks on the table at the foot of the shallow 
stairs. All round the house was the wide flat country and, 
not very far away, a wide flat sea and, picturing that sea, 
she had a feeling of being trapped here, at the head of this 
gorge. The open sea was so far off; the sullen river made its 
way between the cliffs and when it freed itself from them it 
continued through the country for twisting miles and at last 
found its exit in water that was land-locked still. 

I’d like to go home, she thought, but even she coixld not 

325 



deceive herself into believing it was her own home now. 
Her stepmother reigned there as regent for her son, it was 
better to remember it as it used to be and, at that decision, the 
tears brimmed over. But Julia blew her nose, she summoned 
her resources, she was unhappy but she was brave and she 
retraced her steps, tripping where she had walked, ready to 
wave a hand at Mrs. Marston if she was lurking behind the 
flower-pots in her window. Unhappy and lonely herself, 
she had tried to cheer another who was afflicted in the same 
way and though she knew she had not succeeded, she was 
not daunted. She could not believe in the complete failure 
of good intentions and she had plenty more of them to carry 
with her up Celia’s stairs. 

The front door was ajar and when she had beaten a light 
tattoo on it, she put her head round and asked gaily whether 
she might come in. She felt both vexed and foolish when no 
one answered and she found she was addressing an empty 
passage and doors that were all shut. But if no one 
answered, no one could have heard and she repaired her 
little mistake by stepping outside again to ring the bell. 
At that, one of the doors was opened, and Catherine 
appeared. 

‘Hullo, Aunt Julia. Was there gingerbread and seed cake 
for tea?’ 

‘Oh,’ Julia began, pitching her voice on the high note 
suitable for telling children of delights, ‘there were all 
sorts of cakes, darling. It was a lovely tea. Now let me see.’ 
Raising her hands, she prepared to count on her fingers the 
varieties Mrs. Marston had offered her, but Catherine said, 
politely, ‘Please don’t bother. I’m not supposed to come out 
of this room just now and I only wanted to know about 
gingerbread and seed cake. I wanted to know whether she, 
grandmamma, knows there are any other kinds, that’s aU. 
Mother’s in the sitting-room.’ 

Julia advanced to the sitting-room and, standing on the 
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threshold and holding the door from her at arm’s length, she 
said gravely, ‘Is Catherine being punished?’ 

‘Punished?’ said Celia. ‘Punished? How old do you think 
she is? Come and sit down. She’s doing her homework 
and she has to stay there till it’s finished.’ 

‘Has to?’ Julia repeated. ‘I don’t like the sound of that. 
Do you think she can do her best, dear, under a feeling of 
compulsion? I don’t make any rules for Sybil. She would 
rebel against them at once.’ 

‘Awkward,’ said Celia. ‘Then I suppose you tell her to do 
exactly the opposite to what you want.’ 

‘I don’t think that would be honest. I say nothing and 
simply trust her.’ 

‘And how does that suit the people at school? Are they 
satisfied?’ 

‘I don’t think they understand her.’ 

‘Strange, isn’t it,’ Celia said with sympathy, ‘that these 
experts who’ve spent all their lives at the job, never know 
how to manage the material they’re handling.’ 

‘They are not mothers.’ 

‘As far as we know,’ said Celia. 

Julia could not spare this jest more than half a shake of 
the head, enough to acknowledge a pleasantry and show she 
was not shocked, but not enough to make a serious diversion 
from her favourite subject. 

‘They can’t,’ she said sadly, ‘have even an ordinary love 
for all these hundreds of children and love is so important.’ 
She raised her brows at her own moderation. ‘The one 
importance.’ 

‘So some people seem to think, or want to think. They like 
to feel they’re necessary. I’m not so sure about the children. 
I believe they want to be treated kindly and left alone.’ 

‘Just what I say. Let them develop in their own way. 
That’s what I want for Sybil and I’ve tried to make it clear 
to the headmistress. I’ve been very insistent about it. But 
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she seems so hidebound. They get into such a rut. But I am 
not going to have Sybil made into a scholar.’ 

Ts there any danger?’ Celia asked. Then she laughed. 
‘Do you know you’re talking nonsense, Julia, or can’t you 
help it? I think that must be it. You never do anything 
else, not when you’re with me. Now, don’t begin to cry! 
Don’t begin to cry! You make me feel such a brute and I’m 
only saying it for your good, it hurts me more than it hurts 
you, and all the other remarks of that kind. Be angry if you 
like, but don’t cry. Why should you?’ 

‘Because,’ said Julia, her mouth drooping, her pose the 
most natural Celia had ever seen her take, ‘because I want 
to. Because I should enjoy it. Because I’ve been wanting 
to cry for days.’ She found her handkerchief. ‘For years!’ 
she exclaimed from behind its flimsy folds. 

‘No, not for years,’ Celia said. ‘That sounds well, but I 
don’t think it’s true. Now tell me, have you really been 
wanting to cry for years?’ 

‘Not . . . not the whole time,’ Julia sobbed. 

‘Of course not. Nobody could. And if you do it in my 
house, you’re bound, out of politeness, you know, to tell me 
exactly why. Exactly, mind,’ and she added, ‘if you can.’ 

There was a sudden splattering of hard raindrops on the 
window, the room darkened a little and Julia shivered. 

‘I’m cold,’ she said, and Celia reached for a match-box 
and lit the fire. 

‘One of the pleasures of life, a fire on a cold summer 
evening. It will soon bum up. Come nearer. You’ll be 
able to dry your handkerchief. Why did you wear this 
frock? It’s much too thin.’ 

‘I thought it was pretty. I don’t keep my best clothes for 
people who have plenty of their own. I’m sure it’s a mistake 
to dress down to people. It doesn’t make them envious to 
see nice things, it cheers them up.’ 

‘Did yours do that for Mrs. Marston?’ 
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‘In any case/ Julia said evasively, ‘don^t you think it’s a 
duty to look as nice as one can?’ 

‘No, I think it’s a pleasure.’ 

‘And duty’s a pleasure, isn’t it?’ 

‘Oh, oh, oh,’ Celia groaned, ‘try to remember I’m a 
middle-aged woman and whatever other duties and 
pleasures you may have, you needn’t improve the occasion 
for me. Can’t you see that it’s not only frightfully boring 
but an infuriating kind of impudence? Who are you, 
pray, to be putting everybody right?’ 

Julia, who had been kneeling in front of the fire and 
holding out her handkerchief towards the feeble flames, 
now found another use for it as she sank back on her heels, 
but this subsidence only lasted for a minute. She raised 
herself and crumpling her handkerchief into a ball, she 
threw it pettishly on to the fire. 

‘It’s so wet, it will put the fire out,’ Celia said, and with the 
tongs she moved the small, blackened object to the hearth. 
‘Have you another in your handbag?’ 

‘You’re hateful,’ Julia said, ‘and I hate you. I hate you 
all. You’ve never been kind to me, not one of you. Even 
your mother wasn’t kind. I pretended not to notice . . .’ 

‘Yes, you always pretend.’ 

‘But in my heart, I knew she didn’t like me.’ 

‘And there you’re wrong. She was rather fond of you.’ 

‘She never let me suspect it!’ 

‘No, she was not demonstrative, but John was happy with 
you and she was grateful and then, she got a lot of amuse- 
ment out of you and that’s so endearing, you know. You 
weren’t quite such a fraud then, Julia, not such an arrant 
little fraud. Have you another handkerchief, or shall 
I get you one? You’d give your best friend away if you could 
make yourself interesting and noble in the process, and never 
know you’d done it. Look at May!’ 

‘I haven’t seen May for days!’ Julia cried. 
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'No, and I don’t think you’ll see her for some time. 
I believe you’d even give John away for the sake of looking 
brave and pathetic. And it’s a mistake from your own point 
of view. Children are very clear-sighted.’ 

'Children? When have I betrayed John to the children?’ 
she demanded, but Ceha fancied she detected a thoughtful 
gleam in her eye. 

'Never, perhaps, but you know best.’ 

She rose and went out of the room and opened Catherine’s 
door. 

'Don’t come into the sitting-room,’ she said. 'Your aunt 
and I are having a serious conversation.’ 

'Then you must be doing all the talking.’ 

'I am. Most unusual. My tongue aches. And if you hear 
your father, shut him up in the dining-room.’ 

'He won’t be here for hours. He gets later every day. 
Don’t you think you ought to speak to him about it?’ 

'He knows I don’t fuss much about punctuality.’ 

'Oh,’ said Catherine, 'I wasn’t thinking of that. I was 
thinking perhaps he was working too hard. He looks very 
tired sometimes,’ 

Celia opened a drawer in her baronial dressing-table 
and paused in the act of picking out her largest handker- 
chiefs. 'God forgive me,’ she said, 'whom am I to bully 
that poor little creature in there?’ And she thought it was 
she who had committed the unpardonable sin in refus- 
ing kindness where it was wanted. And thinking Gerald 
wanted it no longer, she told herself that the nearest, the 
immediate kindness, was the one that should be done, not 
the distant one in which she imagined she would fulfil 
herself, the one that never came within her reach. 

But all the same, I shall go on bullying Julia, she thought. 
It may or may not be kindness to her, but it’s certainly 
doing me good. 

'I don’t think the rain’s going to stop,’ she said cheerfully 
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when she returned to the sitting-room, and she spoke loudly 
because Julia, in an abandoned attitude, her head on the 
seat of a chair, was weeping uncontrolledly. ‘You’ll have 
to stay for supper. You may have to sleep on the sofa and 
John will think . . . I’ll tell you what he’d think if he were 
you, Julia. I’ve brought some of Gerald’s handkerchiefs; 
they’re more adequate. He’d think you’d run off with some- 
one or something, like Stephen, you know, or like me.’ 

‘And so I would’, Julia cried, ‘if I had anyone to go 
with!’ 

‘And leave the children?’ 

‘He hasn’t kissed me, he’s hardly spoken to me, for a 
week!’ 

‘How dreadful!’ Celia exclaimed. ‘But what,’ she asked, 
‘have you been doing to him?’ 

‘To him? Nothing,’ Julia said, but again Celia saw the 
retrospective gleam in her eye. ‘I was only trying to help 
Robert, I had to show him it wasn’t going to be so very 
easy, even though he wasn’t going to the shop. I had to 
make him face his difficulties.’ 

‘And John, of course, was the difficulty and you were the 
guiding star. Pleasant for John!’ 

‘Well, I may have been wrong, but I meant to do right. 
And there’s always someone who must be sacrificed.’ 

‘And apparently someone has been. I’m not surprised 
he hasn’t kissed you. You ought to be smacked.’ 

‘But how does John know that?’ Julia asked ingenuously. 
‘He wasn’t there. You don’t think Robert can have told 
him, do you?’ 

‘No, I think he must have been listening, on the sly,’ Celia 
said sourly, but Julia missed the scorn in that remark and 
the curl of Celia’s mouth, for she was remembering the 
banging of the front door that night and the long, silent 
hours before a silent John crept into her bed. This had 
seemed like the humility of the conquered foe, but his 
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subsequent manner with Robert, not too genial but definitely 
firiendly, his manner with her, neither friendly nor genial, 
was that of an enemy who turned defeat into triumph, while 
Robert, still a little suspicious of his father, was undoubtedly 
avoiding his mother. 

*And it’s I’, Julia mourned, following her own thoughts, 
‘whoVe saved him from that awful shop! But John’s getting 
all the credit and Robert has never thanked me!’ 

‘I’m glad you’ve saved him from the shop. I should fh\n \c 
young Christopher will do much better there. But you 
don’t know much about children, do you, poor Julia? 
You’re much too busy thinking about yourself. That’s a 
common fault, but some of us hide it better than you do.’ 

T live, I’ve always lived for the children!’ Julia cried. 

‘Then don’t do it any more,’ Celia said gently. ‘Let them 
live for themselves. You know, they’re rather like your hats 
and your bits of jewellery. They decorate you. For you they’re 
like those necklaces one sees in the shop windows. Con- 
vertible into two bracelets and a brooch. But what are you 
going to do when they’re too old to be treated like that, 
when they’ve seen through you, if they haven’t done it 
already, when there isn’t a child left in the house? But I 
suppose you’ll manage somehow. You’ll always be able to 
dramatize yourself, but it won’t be nearly so much fun when 
you’re really unhappy, really lonely, when there’s no one 
to listen. John’s much the best investment you can make for 
your future. Dull but safe.’ 

‘He doesn’t understand me,’ Julia sobbed. 

‘No, that’s where you’re so lucky,’ Celia said. 
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CHAPTER XLI V 


With this parting shot she made what was actually a retreat 
for on Julia’s tear-stained face she had seen an alarming 
expression of spitefulness. The poor little worm had turned 
and all Celia’s instincts warned her that pertinent retorts 
would be made, that John, with an excess of marital devotion 
had imparted his suspicions about Gerald to his wife. 

‘How murky it all is,’ Celia sighed. 

She could face her own failure in privacy, for she owned 
to failure; she might even have endured hearing of it from 
Julia, as wholesome humiliation, if she had not suspected 
Gerald’s faithlessness of a vulgarity altogether absent from 
her own. She would not listen to any mention of it. Was 
this loyalty to him, she wondered, or only to herself, to the 
young seljf whose choice had been mistaken, to the old self 
whose pride was hurt? She did not know. There seemed to 
be no clearness or simplicity in any human emotion, and life, 
which ought to have been noble, was cluttered with mistakes, 
words, looks, there was no retrieving. But, she thought, 
they might with patience, with care and courage, be over- 
laid by something better. But had she, did she want to 
exercise the patience and care and courage? Again, she did 
not know and her musings were interrupted by an imperative 
ring and knock. 

She opened the door to a telegraph boy who stepped back 
and leaned against the rail of the banisters and watched her 
with bright, callous eyes above his gleaming mackintosh 
cape. 

There was no answer. ‘But wait a minute,’ she said. ‘It’s 
a long way up these stairs.’ 

She did not know where she had put her purse, but she 
knew where to find Julia’s handbag. 
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‘Lend me threepence, there’s a dear,’ she said to the dis- 
consolate little heap on the hearth. 

‘Take anything you like! Take anything you hkel You’ve 
taken so much already.’ 

‘And what exactly have I taken as well as these three 
pennies?’ she asked, shaking them in her palm. ‘Think it 
out. I shall expect the answer in about half an hour. It’s 
still pouring with rain. It’s coming down on the skylight 
like bullets.’ 

‘I don’t care if it never stops.’ 

‘You’ll miss the children’s hour.’ 

‘But that won’t matter to the children.’ 

‘Not a bit,’ Celia agreed pleasantly. 

As she shut the door on the boy, Catherine came out of 
her bedroom. 

‘What was that?’ she asked. 

‘Just a message from your father to say he can’t get back 
for supper.’ 

‘Oh, can’t he? Is the serious talk over?’ 

‘Yes, but don’t go in there yet. And when you do, you’d 
better stamp about in the passage first.’ 

‘She’s not crying, is she?’ 

‘No. Thinking. Have you finished your work?’ 

‘Not quite.’ 

‘Then go back until you have. I do hate people who pop 
out like rabbits when they hear a bell.’ 

‘But rabbits would pop in,’ Catherine said gently. 

After the manner of Miss Riggs, Celia ignored this remark. 
‘It reminds me’, she said, ‘of our dentist’s children when we 
were young. We were miserable enough already, in all 
conscience, and as soon as we entered the house dozens of 
young dentists appeared to look at us, peeping over the 
banisters, round doors, the image of their father, too, taking 
a fiendish interest in his victims. I’m sure they hoped we 
were going to yell.’ 
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^And did you?’ 

‘Of course not/ Celia said grandly. ‘But then/ she 
admitted, ‘we all had remarkably good teeth. No, those 
little gnomes didn’t get much fun out of us. They would have 
put anybody on his mettle. Perhaps that’s what they were 
for. I see some of them now, occasionally, and they still 
seem like gnomes, even when they’re wheeling perambu- 
lators, or wearing bowler hats and reading newspapers in 
tramcars. Why are you smiling in that superior way?’ 

‘I was wondering when you’d remember that I ought to 
be doing my work.’ 

‘Are you so bored?’ 

‘No,’ Catherine said emphatically. She lounged against 
the door frame. Her hair was rumpled, she would probably 
forget to comb it before supper; her eyes were as eager as 
those of a child who listens to a story, but her smile was not 
a child’s; the amusement in it was not for the story, it was 
for the person who told it. ‘I love listening to you,’ she said 
kindly, ‘especially when you’re breaking your own rules.’ 

Celia gave her a light tap on the cheek. ‘You’ll soon be 
beyond my jurisdiction,’ she said. 

There was no doubt about it. She was growing up. It 
was evident in thq curve of her small breasts as she lifted 
her arms above her head and eased herself in a long stretch; 
it was still more evident in the words to which that stretch 
was an apparently careless preliminary. 

‘What’s father doing, do you know?’ she asked. 

‘No. People are so queer with telegrams. They’ll leave 
their friends in horrible suspense for the sake of getting their 
message into the right number of words for sixpence.’ 

‘Are you in suspense?’ 

‘Not in the least. It’s rather lucky, as it happens, because 
your aunt can have his share of supper.’ 

‘She won’t eat it all, though. I expect she thinks it’s 
interesting to have a poor appetite.’ 
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‘And there won’t be anything to stimulate it,’ Celia said. 

She looked again at Gerald’s telegram before she threw it 
away. He had not taken his full sixpenny worth. For that 
price, he might have said he would not be home till late or 
could not be back for supper, instead of his slightly pompous, 
rather unnatural, ‘Dining out’. Was it with Maudie? Surely 
one did not dine with Maudie? But how hateful I am, she 
thought with disgust. I’m as bad as JuKa. She opened the 
larder door and looked vaguely at its contents. ‘Ugly, 
ugly,’ she said. I used not to be like this. I’m sure I used 
to be a nicer person. I wish I could go away, by myself, 
and sit beside running water. Like Stephen! she thought 
with irony, and she wondered whether she and he and all W 
generation had not come to the meeting-place of two roads, 
and on one they would grow warm and mellow, dry and 
wizened on the other. Stephen had chosen his road, but no 
one could tell yet which one it was. Possibly the much 
recommended strait one was too narrow, too much overhung 
by prohibitions and restrictions for the sun to reach those 
who walked tliere; or it might be a tiny sheep track on a bare 
hill-side and perhaps the important thing was not the road 
one took but the way one wsdked on it. 

But the more I moralize — it’s always a bad sign — the 
worse I get, she thought, and she busied herself among the 
pots and pans. 

‘Who,’ said Jimmy, appearing in the doorway, ‘is the 
person lying in a heap on the hearthrug?’ 

‘Still in a heap? How ridiculous! It’s your Aunt Julia. 
Did you speak to her?’ 

‘Not much! I thought it must be someone you’d brought 
in from the street. There was a found drowned sort of look 
about her, so I hopped it. What’s for supper?’ 

‘Bits and pieces. You’re very early.’ 

‘Yes, it’s my night out.’ 

‘I warn you, you may have to take Julia home.’ 
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‘And I don’t mind, so long as the family emporium 
pays for the cab. I’ll go and smarten myself up for her.’ 

‘Yes. But Jimmy . . . how do you think you would all 
manage if I went away for a little while?’ 

‘Muddle along, I expect. But you could farm out 
Catherine with the grandmother, she’d like that, or couldn’t 
she go to Aunt May’s? And the old man and I could look 
after ourselves. Where d’you want to go?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know. There must be some lovely places with 
streams I could get into or go to sleep by.’ And there was 
that interest on her money, carefully saved by Gerald, but 
she could not think of it without feeling it was tainted by her 
own suspicions and must not be used on any pleasure for 
herself. 

‘It would do you good,’ Jimmy said encouragingly. 

‘I expect so, but do I seem as if I want some good done 
to me?’ 

‘Not a bit.’ 

‘That’s all right then. I don’t suppose I shall go,’ 

‘The worst of this house,’ said Catherine, appearing in her 
turn, ‘is that when I want to wash, Jimmy’s always in the bath.’ 

‘Tell him to hurry. Or wash in the sink. And just watch 
this pot for a minute.’ 

She found Julia fast asleep, and she doubted whether 
John’s anger would survive the sight of her now. With a 
mouth that drooped and pouted at the same time and the 
smooth eyelids with the long, dark lashes, in the laxness of 
her small body, she looked younger and much less sophisti- 
cated than Sybil. The firelight played on her blue dress 
and a high-heeled shoe; her broad hat with its blue ribbons 
had been thrown aside and on the fender she had arranged 
Gerald’s handkerchiefs to dry. They were in danger of 
being scorched and Celia reached over her to remove them 
and she found something orderly and yet childish, something 
simple and sensible and undramatic in Julia’s having put 
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them there when she knew she could cry no longer. Celia 
felt quite tender towards her. It seemed a shame to wake her 
and she went out quietly, to return with the shawl which had 
enclosed Jimmy and Catherine when they were babies. 
Very gently she spread this over Julia, not without some 
suspicion of so profound a slumber, and finding Catherine, 
she said, 'Don’t stamp and don’t go in. Julia’s asleep.’ 

'Asleep! What’s the matter with her?’ 

''Exhaustion. Too much sensibility.’ 

''Oh dear!’ Catherine said. She seemed to look, for a 
moment, into the dark mysterious places of a life which 
should have been uneventful and unemotional, because 
it was so much older than her own, and Celia hastened to 
say comfortingly, 'Too little sense’. 

'Well,’ said Catherine with relief, 'she doesn’t really belong 
to us. That makes all the difference. Like people who slap 
their lips when they’re eating. It’s rather interesting when 
they’re strangers, but if any of the family did it I should 
scream. Even Grandmamma doesn’t.’ 

'You’ve got your grandmother on the brain. You’d 
better get rid of her.’ 

'I don’t want to. I find it most satisfying to have a really 
good hate.’ ^ 

'Yes, but I can never keep it up. Besides, it simply means 
that one lacks imagination.’ 

'Then you really are beginning to like her a little! And 
we’ve always been such friends about her!’ 

'I don’t like her yet, but if I were a little and she were 
altogether different, I think we might get on very well 
together.’ 

Catherine stifled her own laughter. An atmosphere of 
stealth stole over the little flat. There was no controlling 
the gurgling of the bath water as it ran out, but, in the dining- 
room, china and cutlery were handled tenderly, voices were 
lowered and ears turned apprehensively towards the passage. 

338 



‘This isn’t love/ Catherine explained unnecessarily. ‘This 
is self-defence. I do like to be able to concentrate on my 
food.’ 

‘And it isn’t natural, is it’, Jimmy asked, ‘to have an aunt 
on the carpet like that? Anyhow, I don’t intend to wait until 
she’s had her sleep out. Don’t you think it’s time we began 
to make a row?’ 

It was made for them by another ringing of the bell, 
another imperative knocking on the door, and Celia opened 
it, without surprise, to John. 

‘I can’t find Julia,’ he said. He was agitated, a little out of 
breath. He was hatless and his hair was wet. ‘She’s not at 
May’s and if she’s not here I don’t know where to look for 
her.’ 

‘But she is here.’ 

‘Then why the deuce aren’t you on the telephone? I never 
heard of anything so idiotic in these days. It’s positively 
uncivilized. And even if you haven’t one, isn’t there one in 
the street?’ 

‘Yes, but there’s the rain, too. Come in and don’t make 
such a noise.’ 

‘Noise! Who wouldn’t make a noise at being brought 
out on a night like this when the post office is just round 
the corner?’ 

‘You have a car, haven’t you?’ 

‘Yes, I’ve got a car, but I can’t drive it on to The Terrace, 
can I? I’m half-soaked with just running these few yards.’ 

‘And of course the rain wouldn’t have soaked any of us! 
Come , . .’ She hesitated. She had no intention of letting 
him see Julia in her pathetic attitude. There were probably 
some fresh tears trickling down her cheeks by now. ‘Come 
into the dining-room.’ 

‘You don’t mean to tell me she’s actually been having 
dinner with you while I’ve been rampaging all over the 
country.’ 
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^No, no, and don’t exaggerate. I know it’s only because 
you’ve been so anxious, but you needn’t shout. Did you 
think she’d gone over the Sea Cliff? She’ll never do anything 
like that.’ 

Jimmy and Catherine had disappeared at the first burst 
of the storm and John and Celia were alone among the 
broken meats. 

‘But you imagined things like that, didn’t you? One 
always does. And you forgave her all her sins. And I expect 
you wondered how much you would have to reveal at the 
inquest. Yes, you would have to say, we had had a little 
quarrel. Didn’t you think of that?’ 

‘Oh, don’t be a fool,’ John said. 

‘So bad for business, too.’ 

‘I never thought about the business. Tell her I’m here 
and let’s go home.’ 

‘In a few minutes. Listen. I want you to make her tell 
you everything I’ve told her. Will you do that? But no, 
it’s no use.’ She took the precaution of moving to the other 
side of the table before she added, ‘She’s such a little liar.’ 

There was not a sound from John, not a movement. 
She looked up and saw him staring straight in front of him. 
He seemed strangely deflated. Miserably he accepted a 
statement she would have upheld vigorously under his 
reproaches; under his silence she was constrained to modify 
it. 

‘But she doesn’t know she is.’ 

‘And she never used to be,’ he said tunelessly. 

‘You might as well say someone with cancer never used to 
have it. What she always did was to dress herself up as 
someone else. Now she’s beginning to dress up other people 
and it’s dangerous. She’ll get you into trouble one day.’ 

He grunted. ‘I’m in trouble already, right enough. She’s 
dressed me up in a very pretty costume, I can tell you.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Celia dryly, ‘one notices it when it happens 
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to oneself. Not that it’s happened to me — or only partially. 
She has given me ~ what shall I say? — a hat of the wrong 
period for the dress.’ 

Characteristically, John took no notice of Celia’s possible 
wrongs. 

‘I don’t understand it,’ he muttered. ‘I never shall. Oh, 
what’s the good of talking? I suppose I’ve just got to go on.’ 

Those were Stephen’s words and now Celia said quietly, 
‘Yes, that’s what we all do,’ but she knew John’s case was 
both better and worse than hers or Stephen’s. John still 
had a romantic love for his wife and, strongly aware of it 
himself, he could not imagine its having less meaning for 
her than it had for him; in his view, its permanency and 
ardour were lavish compensation for any faulty treatment 
of her. It was his treasure and it ought to have been hers. 
He felt, in a dim way, that his temper, his impatience, his 
mockery, were only the straw and the sacking in which he 
wrapped it for safety. For her, the only thing inside the 
unsightly wrappings was a false image of himself, and this 
she had shown his children. Yet, in the rooted honesty of 
his nature, he suspected that if she had not displayed it, it 
might have been the true one. 

This was too difBcult for him who was essentially simple, 
and he looked mournfully at Celia, asking for the help he 
would have believed, at another moment, she was incapable 
of giving. 

She was sorry for him, with his self-assurance gone, and she 
said gently, ‘You’ve spoilt her, John.’ 

‘I know. That’s where I’ve made my big mistake. I can’t 
remember anything she’s wanted that I haven’t given her.’ 

‘Yes, that must have been very nice for you.’ 

‘For me?’ 

‘Well, wasn’t it? What I mean is that you’ve spoilt her 
character. You haven’t let her have one. She’s had to 
make one up. You’ve treated her like a badly treated baby, 
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teasing and scolding and petting, and she’s had to see herself 
as all sorts of things she isn’t, that everybody knows she 
isn’t. She’s just as unhappy as you are. I should think she’s 
been unhappy for much longer. Can’t you give her fewer 
kisses and more respect? She’s in the sitting-room. Take her 
home. I’m weary of her. Don’t bully her. Don’t comfort 
her. It’s most unfortunate for both of you that she can cry 
without looking hideous. Don’t give her any comforting 
for a long time, but don’t forget she needs it.’ 

Quite meekly, looking slightly stunned, he went out of 
the room and almost immediately it became necessary to 
wrap Julia in a mackintosh which was much too big for 
her, to kiss her sulky face and shut the door on her and John. 
Celia had not the heart to watch their sad descent of the 
stairs. Instead, she warmed up the chilled pudding, think- 
ing how well she could manage her own affairs if they were 
someone else’s. 
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CHAPTER XL V 


It rained the next day and the next and Celia needed her 
mackintosh, but remembering the circumstances in which 
it had been borrowed, she realized the unlikelihood of seeing 
it again, and then the weather cleared into a saintliness 
of blue and gold and it seemed blasphemous to think of 
mackintoshes and umbrellas, to doubt the lasting quality of 
this miracle of serenity and warmth, and in the confinement 
of the little flat, with its low ceilings and high set windows^ 
her thoughts turned again to streams and hills. 

Tity you haven’t a nice litde bit of garden,’ said Miss, 

Riggs. 

‘There’s nothing I should like less,’ Celia said. ‘The only 
garden that’s any use to me is a big one, complete with 
gardeners.’ 

‘Ah, you want too much,’ said Miss Riggs. ‘I’d be content 
with a little bit of green and somewhere to hang the 
washing,’ 

‘And then there’d be no excuse for sending most of it to 
the laundry. But I suppose pushing the mowing machine 
up and down would be good for the figure.’ 

‘It would be a nice job for Mr. Jimmy of an evening.’’ 

‘How do you know that? You’re one of those irritating 
people who always pretend people will enjoy doing the things, 
that should be done. It’s one of your blind spots.’ 

‘Well, I enjoy doing them myself.’ 

‘I know, but then you’re so good,’ Celia said with the 
tender malice Miss Riggs inspired in her. ‘Now, just listen. 
Have you ever done anything you shouldn’t, or left undone 
anything you should?’ 

Miss Riggs gave these questions her serious attention. 
‘I’ve put by a little something,’ she said at last. 
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‘Thrift? I don’t know how you’ve managed it, but thrift’s 
a virtue.’ 

T’m not so sure. I’d better have spent it on someone else. 
The Bible says take no thought for the morrow.’ 

‘And it also praises the lilies because they don’t toil or 
spin, and when I try to be a lily, you preach at me.’ 

‘I can’t think what you’ve done with my clean dusters,’ 
said Miss Riggs. ‘And anyway, the Bible’s right about 
to-morrow, for here’s Jo come along with a tidy little 
business and I needn’t have bothered.’ 

‘I almost wish,’ Celia said, ‘the Lord had chosen to take 
Jo himself, instead of his late wife. The present arrangement 
is lovely for him, but what about me? With that tidy little 
business, he’ll be much too grand to let you come out to 
work. You’re going to be planed down and dovetailed in 
and nailed up to your carpenter.’ 

‘Not me! How’s he to know what I’m doing when he’s 
not at home? I’ll be helping you and doing him no harm.’ 

‘And taking the bread out of another woman’s mouth.’ 

T can hear somebody on the stairs,’ said Miss Riggs. 

‘When is there anybody off them?’ Celia inquired. 

Her whole life, she thought, in a moment of impatience, 
was spent in opening and shutting that door, in hearing other 
people opening and shutting it, in watching people go down 
the stairs and hearing them come up, and lately, the 
atmosphere of the home she had made had been invaded 
by emotions from outside, and they would not go. They hung 
about her sitting-room and disturbed the dreams she had 
" housed there, threatening their beauty and their truth. 
For this disturbance she liked to blame Stephen and John 
and Julia, with their troubles and disillusions and the 
doggedness of middle-age taking the place of youth’s high 
courage, but she knew she made some of it herself through 
her unkindness to Gerald, her anger that he found comfort 
elsewhere; through Jimmy whose love she did not approve; 
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through such a pettiness as remembering Richard’s many 
invitations to parties and his attentive women friends; 
through Pauline’s continued silence and the lack of any 
news. She could not understand that silence, but it was not 
for her to break it. In all these years, it had been Pauline 
who, half-scornfully, offered her tiny crumbs of information; 
it was never Celia who asked for them. She would not ask 
now, but she was uneasy. She realized that Pauline in 
caprice, in impatience with this ethereal sort of attachment, 
was capable of suddenly deciding to ignore it. And Richard 
had always been as outwardly passive as Celia herself, that 
was the rule they had made and kept, but now, even as she 
opened the door once more and braced herself to see him, 
miraculously restored to health enough for the long ascent 
and leaning on his stick, she thought he need no longer keep 
the rule so strictly; they were safe enough: they were used 
by this time, to separation and through her mind there ran 
the faithless thought that they might not' know what to do 
with each other now if they could be together. Nevertheless, 
at this moment she was young again, ardent, claiming 
admiration. It was still her right to be necessary — a ham- 
pering condition with Gerald while it endured: to be desirable 
— a distress, until it ceased to be a quality he found in her. 

But, to her absurd disappointment and resentment, there 
was only Susan on the landing. Her head was bare, her 
hands loosely gloved; her face was lightly decorated with the 
colours suitable for a summer morning; this was the familiar, 
pretty Susan, but Celia’s keen, sleepy eyes saw agitation in 
the special brightness of her manner. 

‘It’s a lovely day,’ Susan said, ‘and the car’s in the road. 
Will you come into the country?’ 

‘How do you manage to keep your hair so smooth?’ Celia 
asked. ‘It must be a different kind from what we grew. 
But everything’s different. When I was at school — Catherine 
says I must be getting old because I’m always talking about 
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the past — the girls who frizzed their hair were a kind of 
blacklegs. And as a matter of fact, they nearly always were 
the silly ones.’ 

‘'You didn’t need to frizz yours.’ 

‘No, I had no chance to testify that we were as God made 
us, that straight hair had to be straight and plain girls plain. 
There aren’t any plain girls now and Queen Elizabeth, if she 
came back, wouldn’t need to provide any dowry for the poor 
souls. Funny that she should do that when she dodged 
marriage so nimbly herself. But I suppose she thought it was 
the proper state for lesser women. Quite right. I wish I 
could persuade Miss Riggs to emulate her.’ 

‘Buti why shouldn’t Miss Riggs have a home of her own?’ 

‘She has, and it’s very nice, though it’s only one room, 
with a photograph of Fred on the chest of drawers and all 
his virtues intact. I’m sure she’s only marrying Jo to oblige 
him, but as she’s a very unusual person, he won’t find out. 
You have to be very unusual,’ she said with careless emphasis, 
‘if you’re not to be found out as a person obliging under 
pressure, out of a kind heart. And I don’t suppose he’ll mind 
having Fred to watch him all the time. But I expect Fred 
will be put, tactfully, in the parlour.’ 

‘But,’ said Susan, clasping her hands and then unclasping 
them, ‘you might be fond as well as obliging, mightn’t you? 
And everybody doesn’t get married with a Fred behind 
them,’ 

‘No, he’s often in front of these obliging people.’ 

‘And then it can’t be helped.’ 

‘But it has to be paid for in one way or another.’ 

‘But that’s not fair!’ Susan cried. 

‘And you are a tradesman’s granddaughter! Haven’t you 
learnt yet that you can’t get anything for nothing? Why, it 
wouldn’t be worth having!’ 

‘But if you never meant to buy it , , , ’ Susan suggested. 

‘I buy so much that I don’t want,’ Celia sighed. ‘At the 
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door, you know. I can’t get away from that door. Things 
like kettle-holders from terrible old women with their heels 
out of their shoes. I have dozens of them. Kettle-holders, I 
mean. And I wonder if that’s one now,’ she said, for there 
was another knock, ‘but if it is, Miss Riggs will deal with it.’ 

Miss Riggs, however, found herself inadequate to deal with 
Mrs. Marston’s little servant who arrived with her large cap 
set on her head more crookedly than usual and in the 
indignity of her striped flannel apron. 

Tt’s the mistress,’ she said, in a state of pleasurable agita- 
tion. T had to come and fetch you, Mum. She’s carrying 
on so funny.’ 

Tunny?’ said Celia. 

‘Yes, Mum. She’s neither in her bed nor out of it and she’s 
got her bonnet on and I can’t take it off her.’ 

‘I’m not surprised that she didn’t allow that.’ 

‘Ah, but she’s not right in her head, Mum, the way she’s 
talking and I’ll have to get back or she’ll be out on the pave- 
ment in her nightgown. I didn’t ought to’ve left her, but 
what was I to do, being single-handed? So I just run along 
The Terrace . . .’ 

‘Quite right. Run back and I’ll come as quickly as I can.’ 

‘Come in the car,’ Susan said. ‘It will save a minute or 
two if I take you by the road and then I’ll be there in case 
you want me. But we shan’t have our drive into the country.’ 

Celia gave her a momentary glance with widely-opened 
eyes. ‘Never mind,’ she said as she put a thermometer into 
her bag, ‘I don’t suppose we should really have gone much 
farther if we’d gone a hundred miles. Do you?’ 

‘No,’ Susan said, and under her rouge and powder she 
looked a little white and strained. She held the door open 
for her aunt and then followed her on to the landing. ‘I know 
what you mean,’ she said with dignity, ‘and you may be rights 
but I thought you might let me talk about it. I don’t know 
what I ought to do.’ 
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‘You’ve told me yourself/ Celia said, starting down the 
stairs. ‘If there’s an ought in the matter, there’s nothing else.’ 

‘But it’s not so simple as all that.’ 

These words, uttered quietly and not intended, perhaps, 
for Celia’s ears, seemed to gather volume in the spaciousness 
of the stone staircase overhung by the glass dome, and Celia 
heard in them not only the truth she knew already and had 
chosen to deny, but the bewilderment and the essential 
loneliness of the young, and she paused on the next landing 
and waited for Susan to come level with her. 

‘I wonder what Mrs. Marston would have said if I had 
consulted her about marrying Gerald!’ 

‘She would have been like you,’ Susan said without an 
answering smile. ‘She would have washed her hands of it, 
but you wouldn’t have asked her. You haven’t loved her all 
your life and known she would be honest with you — and 
kind.’ 

‘It’s difficult to be both.’ 

‘Not for you. Aunt Celia.’ 

‘You don’t know me, child,’ Celia said a trifle sharply, 
‘And this isn’t the moment, with Mrs. Marston wearing her 
bonnet over her nightgown. This isn’t the moment.’ 

‘No.’ Susan lifted her head and hurried down the stairs. 
She had started the engine of the car before Celia reached 
the road; she was alert and helpful, promising to wait out- 
side the house, to telephone to the doctor, to fetch and carry; 
she was ready, if necessary, she asserted, to help with the 
renaoval of the bonnet, but it was with a sense of loss that 
Celia entered the narrow little hall. Those moments, those 
opportunities for help or kindness, one did not recover 
them, she thought, peeping into the front room, then into 
the back one, both in perfect order and both untenanted. It 
was strange to look at Mrs. Marston’s belongings without the 
consciousness of her readiness to detect criticism and her 
fierce belief in the value of her possessions, mingled with re- 

348 



sentment for the owners of better ones. It was stranger still 
to see her, for the first time, in her bed, with the little maid 
sitting on a hard chair at a respectful distance. The bonnet 
was perched on one of the brass posts at the foot of the bed; 
Mrs. Marston’s dark head rested on a spotless pillow in a 
cotton case; her face, always red in patches, was of a yellowish 
hue elsewhere. 

^She don’t seem to breathe easy,’ said the little servant. 

‘What is your name?’ To Celia she was only known as the 
girl or as that girl in moments of special irritation. ‘Then, 
Sophy, go and tell my niece, outside in the car, I want a 
doctor.’ 

Less anxious now, relieved of responsibility, Sophy was pre- 
pared to enjoy this admirable break in her routine. T had a 
job getting her there,’ she said, her hands on her hips as she 
looked patronizingly at the figure in the bed, at the tyrant 
who was helpless, at the eyes, so quick to see a speck of dust 
or a smear on a piece of furniture, shut now, under a frown 
of pain. ‘Coaxing wasn’t any good. I had to speak very 
sharp.’ 

That was what she would tell the tradesmen who came to 
the door, her acquaintances among the neighbours, her 
mother, when she went home on her night out. It was the 
crowning achievement of her short life. At the back of her 
mind there might be a hope that Mrs. Marston would not 
remember the extraordinary liberties she had taken, but, in 
the meantime, there was excitement, importance and a 
general feeling of holiday. 

‘And now you can run sharp,’ Celia said. 

She approached the double bed and, raising the stiff body 
with some difficulty, she slipped under it the other pillow 
which lay untouclxed and reminiscent of the late Mr. 
Marston’s rightful place. 

Mrs. Marston opened her eyes. ‘Go away,’ she said 
distinctly. 
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CHAPTER XLVI 

Celia did not go to one of those places where there were hills 
and streams but, owing to Mrs. Marston’s insistence on 
sitting on The Terrace in a cold wind and to a quarrel with 
the greengrocer which, according to the little servant’s testi- 
mony, had involved several excursions in the heavy rain, she 
had her change of air and scene. Mrs. Mars ton had told her 
to go away, but the doctor and her own sense bade her stay 
and much as she disliked some of the offices she had to per- 
form, she shared the little servant’s feeling of holiday. 

In addition to the tiny room occupied by Sophy and 
her tin trunk, there was a gaunt apartment behind Mrs. 
Marston’s front bedroom. It contained a very large flat bed 
and what was known as a suite of furniture in bright yellow 
wood. Vigorously polished once a week for many years, it 
gave an effect of sunlight, but it was sunlight on a cold 
desert of linoleum, with one oasis in the form of a rug beside 
the bed. It was well-made furniture. The drawers ran 
sweetly and they and the shelves in the wardrobe were lined 
with white paper without a crease. They were all empty. 
Mrs. Marston did not, like weaker spirits, keep her unseason- 
able garments in the spare bedroom. It was always ready 
for those visitors who were not wanted and never came. On 
the narrow mantelshelf, two large shells flanked an orna- 
mental clock that did not go and had probably never gone 
with much determination. A picture of a woman clinging 
to a cross fixed on a rock in the midst of a stormy sea, hung 
above the washing-stand. There was no other attempt at 
decoration except for the gleaming white covers on dressing- 
table and chest of drawers. 

‘We wash them every so often and put them back,’ Sophy 
said. ‘Clean, isn’t it?’ she asked, looking round proudly, 
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A few hours later, Susan carried Celia’s bag and a bunch 
of flowers into this room. 

‘You must have something to cheer you up/ she 
said. 

‘But I don’t need cheering. I feel as if I’m in rather 
uncomfortable seaside lodgings and I like it. And Susan/ 
she said gently. ‘I wasn’t kind, but perhaps I gave you all 
the help I could.’ 

‘Yes’, Susan said. ‘And don’t worry about the family. 
Miss Riggs and I are going to look after them.’ 

‘The view from this window isn’t very good,’ Celia said, 
looking at someone else’s patch of back garden and a tin 
bath hanging on the house wall, for in this corner of Upper 
Radstowe streets that were almost slums elbowed the past 
grandeur of The Terrace. ‘But then, I’m used to having none 
at all and if I put my head out and crick my neck, I can see 
Easterly church tower. No, no, I shan’t worry about the 
family. The children are lucky not to have been orphans for 
years,’ 

Mrs. Marston’s bedroom seemed like a village set among 
palm trees compared with Celia’s desert. It had a carpet, a 
little table, an old tea caddy and various knick-knacks on 
the chest of drawers, some empty cut glass bottles on the 
dressing-table. There were framed photographs on the walls 
and Celia thought it wiser not to look at them. A closer 
acquaintance with the faces of Gerald’s aunts and cousins 
and the benignity of Mrs. Marston’s favourite minister might 
make her a less tender nurse to the patient who lay quite 
still, propped on her pillows, as though exhausted. The high 
temperature, in which perhaps the disagreement with the 
greengrocer had been exaggerated into an unfinished feud, 
was going down satisfactorily befora Gerald knew that 
she was ill. She had a magnificent constitution, the doctor 
said. 

‘Iron,’ said Celia. 
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He politely accepted this emendation. An iron constitu- 
tion, but Mrs. Marston was not young. There was some 
bronchitis; there was always the danger of pulmonary com- 
plications; she would need care and Celia longed to ask why 
she should have it. As far as she knew, there was no one who 
would much regret the passing of this old woman and, behind 
her physical determination to live, the refusal of the machine 
to stop working before every ounce of energy was used up, 
there might well be a mental desire to let go her grasp of the 
material things which seemed to be the only ones she had, to 
renounce her ceaseless anxiety to have the furniture polished 
and the pots scoured, to find tasks for the little servant all 
day long and make sure the tradespeople did not overcharge 
her by a farthing. 

‘Who was that came in just now?’ she asked wheezily. 

‘That was Catherine.’ 

‘She’s very heavy on her feet. What did she come for?’ 

‘Tq ask about you and to say good night to me. I’m going 
to sleep here in case you want me.’ 

Mrs. Marston raised herself a little. ‘Then I’ll have to get 
up and see about the sheets. I don’t trust that girl’s airing.’ 

‘For a few days, you must trust me.’ 

‘But what if they’re the wrong sheets? You’re not using a 
top one at the bottom, are you?’ 

‘Certainly not. I shouldn’t be able to sleep,’ Celia said 
gravely. 

Mrs. Marston turned down the corners of her mouth, her 
frown deepened. She lifted her hands for an inch or two 
and dropped them. ‘Ah, you’re very funny, aren’t you?’ she 
said wearily. 

It must have been a long time since that little house had 
received so many visitors. Susan and Catherine had come 
and gone, then Jimmy came, on tiptoe, anxious not to be 
heard by the invalid whose possible wish to see her grandson 
would have to be obeyed. Whispering, he interviewed his 
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mother in the pale parlour at the back, made a prowling 
inspection of the ornaments, shrugged his shoulders at the 
pictures, shrugged them at the whole situation and then 
went off and Celia heard his footsteps growing loud and pur- 
poseful on the pavement. 

When Gerald came, his mother was asleep. He looked in 
at her, then returned to Celia in the little parlour. There, 
an electric light in a glass globe shone cruelly on the flowered 
carpet, the stiff chairs, the cabinet of black wood with velvet- 
lined shelves on which Mrs. Marston’s most valued pieces of 
china and glass were disposed. The room had french win- 
dows opening ironically on a tiny gravel path and a square 
of shabby turf, and Celia stood beside them, having for her 
background the thick lace curtains arranged as a screen 
against the neighbours’ windows. 

‘She’s not very bad, is she?’ Gerald asked. 

‘No, I don’t think so.’ 

Two of her slow, lazy steps took her into the middle of the 
room and she felt absurdly shy of Gerald on this ground 
which was completely alien to her but not to him, and she 
was also a little embarrassed, for his sake, by the neat 
barrenness of the room, its lack of grace or any evidence of 
a gracious personality. 

‘Then why shouldn’t I sleep here instead of you?’ 

‘I might be needed.’ She was not going to be deprived of 
her holiday in the seaside lodgings. ‘I feel . . .’ she looked 
round for a comfortable chair, shook her head and remained 
on her feet. ‘I feel rather important, everybody coming in 
to see me. Rather grand, being left in charge of someone 
else’s house. Flowers in my bedroom.’ 

‘Flowers?’ 

‘From Susan.’ 

‘Susan’s a nice girl. She’s seeing to our supper. It’s going 
to be very late but they’re having a grand time over it in the 
kitchen.’ 
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That was why there had been so much hope in Jimmy’s 
footsteps, and Celia said quickly, T’m sure Miss Riggs left 
everything ready. It’s quite unnecessary for Susan to help.’ 

‘But not unnecessary,’ Gerald said, ‘to have some fun. 
Potatoes, for instance, seem to be very amusing when you’re 
not used to them in their raw state.’ 

‘Oh well,’ Celia said, ‘we all seem to be enjoying our- 
selves in our own ways. It’s quite an excitement for Sophy 
and she’s going to bring me some tea in the morning.’ 

‘You’re not going to sit up, are you?’ 

‘No, I shall go to bed and leave the doors open. The bed 
looks unyielding . . .’ 

‘But at least you’ll have it all to yourself.’ 

‘Acres of it,’ she said lightly. 

He went out of the room and she thought he had gone 
without saying good night, but in a few minutes he came back. 

‘I’ve stoked up the kitchen fire. It ought to last till the 
morning and I’ll come in directly after breakfast. Good 
night.’ 

She went with him to the door and, standing outside it, 
she heard, in the growing darkness, the first real sounds of 
summer: slow, soft footsteps of people on The Terrace who 
were not, like Jimmy, in a hurry; voices tempered to 
the warm air and fitted to the mood of lovers clasped in 
the shadows; and the noises down by the docks had a 
gaiety, as though the work done there was in the nature of 
a festival. 

‘Somehow,’ Gerald said awkwardly, ‘I don’t like leaving 
you here. You’re not afraid, are you?’ 

She had a feeling that he hoped she was, that the sight of 
her in new surroundings and the sweetness of the summer 
night had melted some of his cold anger and made her fresh 
to him and desirable again and she wished she could say she 
was afraid and take him with her into the desert and make 
it blossom like a rose. Even in the sour neighbourhood of 
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Mrs. Marston, it might have blossomed with exotic incon- 
gruity, and she rebelled against the thriftlessness of denying 
it; she mourned her hard inability to say a word or make a 
gesture to meet those he had waiting for her. 

^Of course, I’m not afraid,’ she said sensibly. 

His own tone changed at once. 'I thought it might feel 
rather gruesome, being left alone with someone who is ill. 
That’s all.’ 

His footsteps were not like Jimmy’s nor like those of the 
idlers on The Terrace; they were quick and light, as though 
he did not want to hear them, as though, by subduing them, 
he could forget whence he came. He walked as she would 
have walked in his case, almost gaily, in the way a child 
hurries from a scene which must not be remembered, which, 
by the exercise of great care, has never happened. 

She turned into the house. After all, she thought, it was 
easier for him to be magnanimous. In him, physical desire 
could swamp the memory of his grievances. She had no 
grievances — unless the lack of any made one — but her 
mind and her imagination had to be &ed before she could feel 
more than the kindness of long, if not very close, companion- 
ship, and because she had once seen him looking as though 
he were fired in that way, too, and not by her, she resented 
his readiness to take her on lower terms, merely because she 
was there, because she was his wife and it was a night for 
love. 

She went upstairs and saw the door of the desert open and 
heard a pleasant sound of crackling wood. Sophy was 
kneeling in front of the grate and feeding a newly lighted 
fire. 

'But I don’t need that,’ Celia protested in a whisper. 

‘’E said I was to light it,’ Sophy whispered back. '’E said 
it would be chilly come the early morning and you pottering 
about. And so it will be. And plenty of coal I was to 
bring up, to last you well. But I don’t know how this 
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chimney’s going to draw. It can’t ever have done it before 
in its life.’ 

‘This is really heaping coals,’ Celia sighed. 

*Oo, there’s plenty in the cellar,’ Sophy said in a carefree 
manner, and, spreading her fingers across her mouth and 
supporting her chin with her thumb, she added wamingly, 
‘And now all we’ve got to do is to take care she don’t find 
out. I wouldn’t use the tongs, Mum, if I was to be you. I’d 
pick the coal out with my fingers.’ 

‘And have a face like yours?’ Celia inqmred, turning 
Sophy to the glass. ‘Mind you wash it before you go to bed.’ 

Sophy giggled and guiltily caught her lip. If she said her 
prayers that night and made any petition for her mistress, it 
must have been that God would see fit to keep her in bed 
for a long time. She liked the younger Mrs. Maxston. In 
Sophy’s view she was a real lady, one of those who could be 
funny with a girl and still keep her in her place. ‘I’d work 
my fingers to the ,bone for her,’ she told her pillow, and, as 
it happened, little Sophy had to work very hard. She did it 
with ardour and selflessness, taking her part in the campaign 
which was waged upstairs, which Celia fought, as a point of 
honour, in her real indifference to the issue. 

Gerald’s thought and Sophy’s lavishness with someone 
else’s coal were to blame for the serious development of Mrs. 
Marston’s illness. The chimney drew very well and Celia, 
meaning to doze in snatches between her visits to the sick- 
room, feU into a deep sleep induced by the unwonted warmth . 
She woke, uncomfortably hot, at the clutch of a hard hand, 
and saw Mrs. Marston standing over her, her feet baire, a 
shawl slipping from her shoulders, her state one of indigna- 
tion at wicked extravagance and neglect. 

This little excursion need not have done her very much 
harm, but the indignation was exhausting and, in an attempt 
to express it adequately, she refused to return to bed. What 
was the use of doing that, she asked, when she might call 
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and cough for hours unheeded? She was better up and look- 
ing after herself. 

‘Much, much/ Celia hastened to say, but Mrs. Marston 
saw through that little ruse. 

No doubt she was somewhat light-headed, but she knew 
what she was doing when she insisted on inspecting her 
larder and all her cupboards, arguing that people who could 
take her coal would take other things as well, so up and down 
the stairs she and Celia went, and in and out of the rooms; 
they sat on spindly chairs in the parlour, on slippery leather 
ones in the dining-room and when Celia conscientiously and 
hopelessly tried to throw another wrap round her mother- 
in-law’s shoulders it was immediately thrown off. 

‘You’ll be ill, you’ll be seriously ill,’ she said at last, ‘and 
that will cost you a lot of money.’ 

‘And I can well afford it,’ Mrs. Marston said, jerking her 
head up and keeping it at the haughty angle of the slightly 
drunken. ‘And you needn’t follow me about. I’m not a 
lunatic.’ 

But this, after the distasteful task of forcing Mrs. Marston’s 
feet into her bed socks was all Celia could do to make amends 
for the betrayal of her trust and, just before six o’clock, when 
Sophy stole downstairs, she found the two Mrs. Marstons in 
the kitchen and the elder was asleep with her head against 
a pile of pillows Celia had wedged between the table and her 
chair. 

‘Can we carry her up between us?’ she asked wearily. 

‘No,’ Sophy said at once, ‘but there’s a friend of mine’s 
father lives three doors up the street and I reckon ’e could.’ 
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CHAPTER XL VII 


What impressed Celia was the genuineness and simplicity of 
Gerald’s feelings in connection with his mother’s illness. She 
did not see how he could suffer much sense of loss if Mrs. 
Marston died, but she was sure he had no thoughts he would 
have been ashamed to confess, none unworthy of the most 
devoted son, no slightest sneaking calculation of the im- 
material benefits, and she knew he expected no others, that 
might be derived from the removal of the cause of unacknow- 
ledged friction, and it seemed to her that men, as a whole, 
had a wider humanity than women as well as a stronger 
sense of decency. Possibly that sense was a controlling factor 
in their emotions, but it could not altogether change them. 
Gerald was very anxious; he was distressed to the point of 
blaming Celia sharply, first for falling asleep in the heat his 
thoughtfulness had engendered, and then for not getting an 
amazingly strong and determined woman into her bed and 
keeping her there against her will. 

‘But where were the ropes?’ Celia asked. ‘They are not 
things the average person keeps in the house. And who was 
to hold your mother down while I tied the things that weren’t 
there round her?’ 

‘Must you be flippant, even now?’ he asked. 

With her hands loosely clasped in front of her, her eyes 
downcast, she said meekly, ‘I was just trying to work it out.’ 

Her lips twitched, she suppressed a nervous desire to 
laugh uproariously when she remembered the absurdity of 
the perambulations of the night and she decided that even 
given the strength and the ropes, Mrs. Marston’s life was not 
worth the brutal struggle she could envisage. 

Her life seemed worth very little during the days that 
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followed. The case was now beyond Celia’s unskilful minis- 
trations, the seaside lodgings were given over to the nurses 
and after the night when Mrs. Marston discovered that she 
was alone in the house with hirelings, Celia made a bedroom 
for herself in the parlour. She liked pushing the furniture 
about to make room for her camp-bed and huddling all the 
ornaments into the cabinet among the treasures; she felt a 
personal enmity for ugly things and when Mrs. Marston was 
their owner she took a special pleasure in letting them know 
what she thought of them. Her heart was not softened to- 
wards the old woman upstairs, simply because she was ill; 
that would have been unreasonable: it did not yield under 
the pressure of Mrs. Marston’s constant desire for her com- 
pany; she suspected that as a determination to make her do 
what she least liked, but she did it with every appearance of 
willingness in what time she could spare from all the duties 
falling on her in the little overcrowded household and at cer- 
tain amount of attention to her own affairs. There were not 
many of these. Catherine had gone to stay with May; Miss 
Riggs saw to the men’s morning and evening meals and Celia 
did not deceive herself or anybody else about her enjoyment 
of the situation. She was more fully occupied and more 
fatigued than she had been for many years; every hour there 
were things to be done which could not be left till to-morrow, 
but they were new things and she was dealing with new 
people. She took a childish pleasure in her bedroom with 
the french windows opening on to the patch of grass and 
sometimes, on these warm nights, she left the camp-bed which 
was not very comfortable, to stand beside the windows and 
listen to the sounds down by the docks or hear a steamer 
hooting on the river, and sometimes she would creep 
upstairs to share one of the many cups of tea the night nurse 
brewed. 

The night nurse did not like that hooting. She said it gave 
her the shudders. 
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‘Does it? I think it’s a lovely sound,’ Celia said, and then 
she caught her breath so suddenly that the nurse looked at 
her with a professional eye and wondered if here was another 
patient. 

‘What is it?’ she said. ‘A pain?’ 

‘No,’ Celia said slowly. ‘Not exactly.’ 

‘Well, you’d better go back to bed and I’ll bring you a 
hot bottle. We can’t have you getting a chill too.’ 

There was pain and there was chill in the little gasp of 
surprise Celia had given. She had been hearing that sound 
with its memories of her youth when she heard it from 
Pauline’s garden, when its voice of doom for unnumbered 
men and women had been one of triumph, of deep content, 
for her, but not once had she wondered whether Richard 
could be listening to it too. By this time, surely, he must be 
staying with Pauline and she had forgotten to imagine him 
there. She had been too busy, she excused herself, clasping 
the hot-water bottle to her disloyal heart, but, if he were 
there, she thought, shifting the disloyalty to him, why had 
he made no sign? Then, with a great effort of will, she forced 
herself to sleep before she could answer her own question or 
blame herself anew. 

And the next day brought its duties, its visits from 
Catherine and Jimmy and Gerald who, seen from this angle, 
all looked a little changed; she cooked and made beds and 
dusted; she listened with unfeigned interest to the private 
affairs of the day nurse who was young and incapable of 
deciding which of her admirers she liked best, and she had 
her little jokes with Sophy. Miss Riggs arrived to make her 
daily report and, if possible, to find something to do and, in 
the afternoon, Susan brought her mother in the car. 

May entered the hotise alone, and as Celia asked brightly, 
‘Where’s Julia? Haven’t you brought her, too?’ she felt the 
pathos of all these incursions into the house few people had 
entered hitherto, of the ease widi which unhallowed hands 
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misplaced Mrs. Marston’s sacred and rigidly arranged 
possessions and the helplessness of the old woman herself. 

‘Julia?’ said May. 

She seemed much too big for the little dining-room; her 
ox-like gaze fell mildly at the pleated paper in the grate and 
the crochet head rests on the slippery arm-chairs. 

‘Awful, isn’t it?’ Celia said. 

‘Isn’t she going to get better?’ 

‘I meant the room.’ 

‘Oh, the room.’ May was not in the least disturbed by 
other people’s lack of taste. She looked again, taking it all 
in, accepting it as the proper setting for its owner and indeed 
Mrs. Marston’s appearance would have suffered severely in 
May’s house. 

‘Polar regions,’ Celia said, ‘even on a day like this and you 
can get a perfect toboggan slide on these chairs. Thank you, 
for taking care of Catherine. She’s having a very happy 
time and very good things to eat. Salmon, the day before 
yesterday, I hear, and chicken is quite an ordinary 
occurrence,’ 

‘Nobody wants to eat much meat m this weather.’ 

‘Lucky for the poor, isn’t it?’ Celia said. 

She was not referring to herself but to people who knew 
what it was to be hungry and to have no means of satisfaction. 
She was not as poor as all that, but it did occur to her that 
May, with an excellent cook and plenty of money, might have 
used both towards filling a hamper with good things, beyond 
the time or skill of Sophy or herself to produce. A little 
anxiety for the morrow no doubt quickened the imagination; 
no anxiety or too much might deaden it altogether. 

‘Eggs in aspic,’ she said thoughtfully. ‘A Russian salad, a 
cold chicken, or even two of them, nicely glazed.’ 

‘Yes, that’s the kind of thing,’ May agreed. 

Handsome and serene, sitting on one of the toboggan slides 
with all time, her own and Celia’s, at her disposal, she had 
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singularly little to say. She had been silent that day, which 
seemed very long ago, when she walked with dignity out of 
Celia’s flat, and perhaps she had been silent ever since. Was 
this a permanent stupor, or had she some abiding cause for 
content? In either case, Celia felt a desire to rouse her. 

‘What about Julia?’ she asked again. ‘What have you 
done with her?’ 

‘Nothing. Just ignored her. Silly little thing,’ May said 
calmly. 

‘But you can’t, can you, suddenly maroon her like that?’ 

‘Maroon?’ May took a little time before she said, ‘Oh, I 
see what you mean.’ And putting her hands together and 
dropping them on her knee in sign that the whole matter 
was satisfactorily settled and her conscience was clear, she 
said, to Celia’s great surprise, ‘She has a perfectly comfort- 
able island. Everything she could possibly want. What are 
you laughing at? It’s quite true.’ 

‘And can’t the truth be funny? It’s often the funniest 
thing there is. But I agree. Her island has all the amenities. 
Faultless children, an adoring husband.’ 

‘Well,’ said May slowly, ‘I rather wonder about that. 
After all, John is a very sensible man.’ 

‘Yes. It would be interesting to know exactly what the 
men we married think of us, but which of us would dare to 
ask?’ 

‘It would be very foolish,’ May said. 

She rose and went to the window. On the left, at a little 
distance from the house, the car was drawn up at the side 
of the street. In front, The Terrace could be seen until the 
cliff-like row of houses, casting its broad shadow, curved to- 
wards the road, leaving at first a narrow strip of pavement 
and then none at all in view. Susan sat at the wheel of the 
car and used it as a book-rest. She did not move except to 
turn a page and the sunlight fell on her pale frock and her 
wide hat. 
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TooKsh?’ Celia said. 

‘When you know already/ May replied. 

‘But if you don’t know?’ 

‘Better not/ May said. 

Celia joined her at the window. It was a narrow one and 
the space above the plant pots was filled by the two women, 
mature, comely, broad-shouldered and tall; they stood almost 
touching and never in their lives had they seemed so near 
each other in comprehension. Celia was the younger by only 
a few years, but now while she felt wiser than May and quite 
as experienced, she also felt almost girlish in the conscious- 
ness of her own resiliency in comparison with this sister who 
suddenly seemed heavy with years, with going on in the way 
she had chosen or slipped into by carelessness or chance. 

‘How stiU she sits,’ she said, looking at Susan absorbed in 
her book. 

‘Yes, I could never do that. She’s more like you.’ 

Belying her reputation, Celia made an impatient move- 
ment. May did not notice it. She said thoughtfully, ‘Cather- 
ine talks a lot about you.’ 

‘How stupid of her! Accept my apologies.’ 

May sighed quite frankly. ‘I don’t know how you manage 
it.’ 

‘What, exactly?’ 

‘Making her think you are pretty nearly perfect.’ 

‘It does sound rather a feat, but it’s news to me. I can - 
assure you she finds fault very often.’ 

‘Yes, that’s just it,’ May said sadly. ‘Jimmy, too, I dare 
say, and Gerald.’ 

‘Oh yes, Gerald certainly,’ Celia said cheerfully, but, as she 
spoke, she realized how seldom he had done it. 

‘Well,’ said May, turning to look at Celia with something 
like grief in her eyes, dark, with a bluish film over them, ‘my 
girls, even Priscilla, never find fault with me at all.’ 

This was a confession, not a boast. It could not be received 
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with flippancy, consolation could not be offered. It simply 
had to be heard. 

‘Neither does Stephen,* May added. ‘I suppose they know 
it would be a waste of time.* 

‘Are you sure you’re talking sense?’ Celia inquired gently. 

‘Yes, it’s a change, isn’t it?’ May said. There were tears in 
her eyes now. ‘It’s my own fault. They just put up with me. 
That’s all they do. They just put up with me. I don’t know 
why I’ve been so long in finding out.’ She sniffed violently, 
then controlled herself. ‘They’re so polite!’ she exclaimed 
with intense annoyance. T don’t believe Catherine’s polite 
to you.’ 

‘She’s never rude.’ 

‘Oh, that’s quite different.’ 

‘And she laughs at me a great deal.’ She was almost ready 
to be disloyal to Catherine for the sake of cheering this large 
disconsolate person who looked at her now with a sort of 
scorn. 

‘You’re trying to be kind but you’re only making it worse. 
My children don’t laugh at me. If they started, they’d never 
stop and it wouldn’t be a nice sound to hear. It wouldn’t be 
like Catherine’s laughter. You must know that yourself. 
You know they think I’m a fool.’ 

‘But you’re not.’ 

‘Then,’ said May piteously, ‘why do I seem like one?’ 

‘Yes. Why?’ CeKa asked. 

It was time to get the nurse’s tea and Sophy had gone out 
to do some shopping, but the nurse would have to go thirsty 
for a little while. At that moment a cry of distress from the 
room overhead would hardly have taken Celia from May’s 
side and, instinctively, she made herself go limp, lest May 
should stiffen under the eagerness of her curiosity. What she 
wanted to know was whether her sister had found the monkey 
in her own puzzle, whether she knew she had hidden it her- 
self, years ago, under a flood of talk, under Julia’s companion- 
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ship and a deliberate stupidity, and blinded herself with the 
queer film over her eyes. 

'Fm not clever,^ May said gratuitously. ‘I never was, at 
school. Lazy, I suppose. But you weren’t clever either.’ 

‘Won’t you let me have been lazy too?’ Celia asked, but 
May did not look for the point of that remark. 

‘I don’t think you’re clever now, are you?’ she went on 
ingenuously. 

‘Ask JuHa.’ 

‘Oh, Julia — ! But you seem,’ she said slowly, ‘to know 
how to live.’ 

‘No, no!’ Celia cried. ‘I haven’t even begun to learn.’ 

‘To make people happy, then.’ 

‘That, least of all,’ Celia said. 

‘The way they all talk about you — ’ 

‘All?’ 

‘Catherine and Jimmy and Gerald.’ 

‘But when do you see Gerald?’ 

‘He comes sometimes, in the evenings, nowadays.’ 

‘Ah, yes,’ Celia said. She remembered the bond of her 
'distrust existing now between him and Stephen, the mutual 
recognition of two generous souls, and the droop of her eye- 
lids had an ironic slant. 

‘But he doesn’t stay long. He’s working very hard, he tells 
me.’ 

Celia stepped sideways and leaned against the wall 
bordering the window. From that position she had a view 
of her sister’s profile, the chin just threatening to become 
fleshy, the shapely nose and the clear skin. 

‘Of course, I was a fool to be a fool,’ May said, ‘and now I 
don’t know whether I can be anything else. We don’t 
change much at our age. And I suppose,’ she smiled awk- 
wardly, ‘I’m a fool to talk to you like this. What I really 
came to tell you is that Stephen and I are going away for a 
little while, and will you trust Catherine to the girls?’ 
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‘Why, of course. Where are you going?’ 

‘I don’t know yet. Somewhere new,’ May said with a 
certain crispness. 

‘One wants something new occasionally. I’m getting it 
here. Shall I ask Susan to come in and have tea? She’s very 
patient out there.’ 

. ‘She wants to finish that book. It’s Mrs. Carey’s and she’s 
taking it back after she’s seen me home. She’s been there 
several times lately. It seems to me that Mrs. Carey is the 
kind of woman who picks people up when she wants them 
and then drops them. I suppose Susan helps to entertain 
that brother. But we mustn’t stay.’ 

Celia held out her cheek to be kissed. ‘They’ll be able to 
have tea in the garden,’ she said, staring at one of the four 
pictures representing the seasons. ‘But the tide’s out.’ 

The nurse, coming downstairs a few minutes later, in 
search of tea, found her standing in the passage with a most 
unusual expression on her face. 

‘What’s up? Have you seen a ghost?’ she asked in her 
jaunty way. 

‘No, no,’ she said slowly. ‘It seemed rather like one lasf 
night but, after all, it turns out to be flesh and blood.’ 

‘H’m, that’s what they always are, if you ask me.’ 
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CHAPTER XLVIII 

‘Hullo!’ Celia said an hour later. ‘Have you brought my 
mackintosh?’ 

‘That old thing ?* said Julia. ‘I didn’t know you’d want it 
back.’ 

It was her first appearance on the scene of woe, and Celia, 
remembering their last meeting, was surprised Julia should 
come at all with her conventional offering of flowers. It was 
rather a shabby little bunch, for Julia had her small econo- 
mies. It was by no means what she would have carried to 
one of her wealthier acquaintances. 

‘Will you give them to Mrs. Marston with my love?’ she 
said. 

Celia shook her head. ‘I’m afraid she’s not interested in 
flowers.’ 

‘As bad as that?’ 

‘A very slight headache would be bad enough for that with 
■me. Any bodily discomfort soon overcomes my sense of 
beauty and Mrs. Marston never had any and she’s seriously 
ill. A little better to-day, though.’ 

‘What a relief for you!’ Julia exclaimed, and, getting no 
response, she sziid in a dreamy manner, ‘But all the same, I 
think even if I were dying . . .’ 

‘No, you wouldn’t. I’m sure you wouldn’t want to gaze at 
lilies. It’s a pretty thought, but dying isn’t pretty. It’s gro- 
tesque, very often. It’s undignified; it’s the last insult. But 
death accomplished — that’s different. Then you get far 
more significance than you ever had in life. It’s really 
almost something to look forward to.’ She glanced at Julia 
who sat rather sullenly under instructions from such a quarter, 
and said in a different, businesslike tone, ‘But about my 
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mackintosh. I wanted it very badly when we had all 
wet weather and it’s the only one I’ve got.’ 

‘Then, dear, why don’t you get a new one?’ 

‘I shall, at your expense, unless you send the old one back.’ 

T’ll give it to Sybil to-morrow to give to Catherine.’ 

‘That’s rather hard on Sybil. It will make her blush. And 
anyhow, Catherine’s staying with May, so you must post it 
to me. Ninepence, I should think, and I owe you threepence, 
don’t IP’ 

A tiny shrug of Julia’s shoulders dismissed these sordid 
details. ‘I haven’t seen May lately. To tell you the truth,’ 
she said in a tone of confidence, ‘she was rather a bad habit. 
A dear old thing, but terribly limited. I couldn’t go on for 
ever, iust taking her to look at the shops, could IP’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Such a waste of time.’ 

‘And what are you doing with your time now?’ 

‘Oh, I can assure you it doesn’t hang heavily on my hands!’ 
She showed her little hands in their clean gloves. Some of 
her old playfulness had returned. She was the busy wife and 
mother, overdriven but indomitably gay. ‘But I really must 
pop in and see her soon.’ 

‘Then you’d better pop at once. She’s going away for a 
little while, with Stephen.’ 

‘Oh, with Stephen.’ 

‘Naturally. You don’t think she’s going off with someone 
else, do you?’ 

Julia firowned. ‘I know it’s a joke, Celia, but I don’t like 
it. It’s so vulgar.’ 

There were plenty of retorts on Celia’s lips, but she realized 
the futility of making them and she could only laugh. 
‘May’s right,’ she said. ‘We don’t change much at our age. 
Now, run along. I’ve dozens of things to do and I happen to 
know that May’s at home this afternoon. You’ll be sure to 
find her.’ 
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Tm afraid I haven’t time,’ Julia said regretfully, "but if 
you see her before she goes . • . ’ There was a faint shadow on 
her face and it might have been caused by envy. T shouldn’t 
really like to have a holiday without the children,’ she said 
slowly as she went away. 

She seemed lonely; she could hardly fail to be, and perhaps 
she was wishing John would carry her off for another 
honeymoon. Was that to be the character of May’s holiday 
with Stephen? Celia wondered. And she felt a strong distaste 
for the thoroughness of Stephen’s good intentions; there 
was a sort of insensitiveness about it, but who was she to 
judge? For all she knew, it was May who had proposed the 
trip, in innocence or in shrewdness. And she thought 
they were all rather pathetic, these men and women of her 
family. They were all more or less mis-mated yet they could 
not and they did not wish to break their bonds. Even she 
could not break hers. Though the one attaching her to 
Gerald had worn thin, it held still, and primitively, un- 
reasonably, she resented the idea that the one from him 
to her had worn thin too. Why was it? Was it only pride? 
If pride could be eliminated, would she really care? She 
did not know, but, late that night, long after he had paid his 
hurried visit, long after, she hoped, Catherine had fallen 
asleep in one of May’s luxurious beds, she went on to The 
Terrace. 

Looking behind her, she saw the dim light in Mrs. 
Marston’s bedroom; there was nobody in the street where 
Susan’s car had stood that afternoon and there were no 
lights in the houses. The street lamps, hardly noticed in the 
daytime, had become discreet and competent persons and 
those on The Terrace, following the pavement’s curve, stood 
straight and steadfast, like beacons set up as warnings 
against the dangerous coast towering behind them. She 
heard the footsteps of someone out of sight and going away 
from her and she felt they must be disembodied, yet they 
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were dramatic; she could fit emotions to them, those of a 
fugitive, a lover, an ordinary citizen, burdened with cares, 
perhaps, but going home.. She was making for home her- 
self although she hardly knew it. With her slow, easy move- 
ment, she went forward, then paused to lean against the 
railings. The road below was like a pale river; its whiteness 
could be seen as the swiftness of its flow; the real river she 
could not see, but there was a blaze of lights down there 
whence came sounds* as familiar as the sirens, sounds she 
did not understand, as though men were juggling with 
sheets of iron and assaulting them with hammers. It had 
something to do with the ships, repairing, loading or un- 
loading them, and she was content with that sparse know- 
ledge but, through the satisfaction she always felt when she 
contemplated this part of her native city, there came a 
picture of Jimmy and Susan wandering down there, then 
of the girl’s set face when her confidences had been refused, 
her doubts disregarded, by the friend she trusted, and Celia 
remembered the Susan of this afternoon, sitting in the car 
instead of entering the house, composed and charming, 
absorbed in the book she was to carry to Pauline. 

Thoughts raced through Celia’s head and tripped each 
other up. It was she who had sent Susan to Paris, it was she 
who was now sending her across the Downs where a man, 
again recovering from an illness, lay in that garden perched 
on the high cliff, with the gulls hke spread fans above his 
head, or deadly missiles dropping into the gulf, for if she 
had encouraged Jimmy in his love and Susan in her 
affection, Susan would have had something else to do 
than the reading and returning of borrowed books and 
entertaining Pauline’s brother. And everybody said she 
and Susan were alike! She heard the pitiful childishness of 
this cry and she was ashamed of the angry jealousy that 
moved, like a snake, in her breast. There was no cause for it 
and yet her heart misgave her, telling her there were causes 
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in plenty. There were youth and sweetness on one side and 
on the other a man whose first romantic love had been 
frustrated, who might well be weary of a solitary life and 
see in Susan a reincarnation of herself, appearing in the 
same place, but free, without a baby crawling on the grass. 

She knew she was ridiculous, standing there, a middle- 
aged woman, torturing herself like a love-sick girl, but in 
truth, under the fleshly envelope already past its prime, she 
was a girl. The emotions of her youth had never been 
properly released and now they warred with her age, her 
experience and the humour she could always turn upon her- 
self. Her pain was complicated by her mind’s disdain of it. 

‘What folly!’ she exclaimed softly, looking from the reddish 
lights clustered round the docks to the pale ones in the sky, 
tolerant and wise, powerless to bestow their wisdom but 
assuring her, somehow, that like truth and beauty, it did 
exist, and she thought she was lucky to be able to see them 
still as they had been when she was a child, as observers who 
came out and watched the world when it was dark. Scientific 
explanations only made things more difficult, she thought, 
but the watching stars could not comfort her to-night. She 
felt very lonely and she shivered in the warm air as the first 
siren hooted in the river. She smiled wryly. The sound was 
giving her the shudders too, and to-night it did not fail to 
take her to Pauline’s garden, to Pauline herself and the 
friendship Celia had believed was lasting. It seemed to be 
founded on some inexplicable attraction of opposites who 
made no fooHsh attempt to get closer or to merge. That was 
its strength. It was more like a friendship of men than of 
women, steady, unexacting and secure, and suddenly it had 
gone and Richard was with Pauline and neither of them had 
made a sign and she felt bewildered and betrayed. 

Approaching one of the lamps, she looked at the watch 
on her wrist. It was twelve o’clock and except for the 
clamour by the docks, everything was very stiU. She wished 
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she could hear some footsteps, those of Jimmy tramping 
home, or Gerald’s, returning, as lately they had done so 
often, at this hour, Jimmy coming from seeing Susan or 
consorting with his friends, Gerald from she knew not where 
and, though he might come from Maudie, to-night she would 
not care. She wanted the companionship of a human 
being on whom she had undeniable claims and who had 
them on her, but there was no such person, no person at all, 
in sight. Perhaps they were both asleep, she thought, up 
there at the top of the cliff and she was like someone ship- 
wrecked on the rocks below, cold and desolate. 

Rather stealthily, she began moving towards her home 
but the attics were a long way up and from her position 
beneath them she could not see whether the windows were 
lighted or all dark and she stepped down the nearest flight 
of steps to the road. Then, from its farther side, she could see 
the dining-room window illuminated, the only window in 
all the long row to show a light. It seemed to be a signal for 
her and she ran up the steps as though she outran the strong 
breakers on the coast and, with her sirros outstretched, she 
pushed the door. It did not move. It was the outer door, shut 
for the night, and she had no key. She remained there 
with her hands against it, and she thought, I’m just like the 
picture over the washing-stand in the desert! 

She did not consider ringing the bell that connected with 
the flat. Her impulse would have died while Gerald came 
down the stairs expectant of bad news about his mother. 
It had gone already. She would not have known what to 
say. She could not tell him she wanted the warmth of his 
arms and the consciousness of their binding quality, simply 
because to-night she was unhappy, because like the lady in 
the picture she must cling to the nearest succour. How 
could she say that and then let go of it in a calmer sea? 

Stepping back a few inches, she let her fingers slide down 
the panel of the door before her arms dropped to her sides. 
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They dropped heavily, with a finality untouched by despair, 
and she walked back towards the dim light in Mrs. Marston’s 
bedroom without a pause. That little outburst of emotion 
had done her good and fortunately no one else could know 
of it. She was not deceived about some of its apparent 
implications: her mind, at least, was not a girl’s. A girl 
might have mistaken for true love that homing instinct 
towards -the person who was familiar and whose kindness 
was stronger than the consciousness of his own hurts. The 
need for kindness and the giving of it were not necessarily 
involved in passionate love. There was just as likely to be 
a sort of cruelty, an antagonism set up by the determination 
of each lover to preserve an identity in danger. She divined 
this; she did not know it from experience. She had not had 
an opportunity for testing it, she told herself, as she shut the 
front door very quietly. On the face of it, her experiences 
had been very limited, her life narrow. She had made it 
narrower than it need have been, a little enclosure for her 
thoughts, her memories, her dreams of what things would 
have been if they had all been different. It was charming, 
cloistered, full of flowers that received intensive treatment 
about once a year and bloomed more richly and spread their 
roots, but while she stood in Mrs. Marston’s hall, as narrow 
as her cloister and much less delightful, she surprised a 
suspicion of her own enclosure, she had a wretched fear that 
Richard himself would have been astonished and perhaps 
appalled to know she had that secret place, and, picturing 
him with his dry air of humour, the eyebrows raised above 
the spectacles slipping down his nose when he looked up 
from his reading or his knitting, she realized that such 
sentimental fancies were strangers to his temperament. 
Gerald, she thought — and what could he be doing in the 
dining-room so late? — Gerald would understand them 
better. He understood much more than she was willing to 
let him share. 
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CHAPTER XLIX 

Nothing, she thought, watching him during the days that 
followed, would have been more romantic, more satisfactory 
and more convenient than discovering in him, at last, all 
she had always wanted and never found, nothing more 
exciting, in these circumstances, than trying to persuade him 
that his early conception of her character was the true one. 
And it would have been consonant with this happy ending if 
Mrs. Marston had shown signs of softening, of an essentially 
sweet nature under the rough husk in which life had 
enclosed it. 

None of these things happened and Celia was glad to 
be spared the remorse of having misunderstood Mrs. 
Marston, the embarrassment of affectionate reconcilia- 
tions. Gerald was kind, thoughtful and grateful. He 
treated her as though she were a friend, of long standing 
but of no great intimacy, who was generously devoting her- 
self to the care of his mother, and Mrs. Marston continued 
to compress her lips, to stare suspiciously from the back- 
ground of her heaped pillows, at anyone who approached 
her. She was very weak; her heart was doing double work 
for the lungs which were not doing their share, but no one 
could be in the room without knowing that her mind was 
busy and highly critical of everything that was done. The 
trained assurance of the nurses could ignore her doubts of 
their skill; it was harder for Celia to deal with Mrs. Marston’s 
anxiety to dispense with their attentions, her grim surprise 
at Celiacs unwillingness to undertake these simple tasks 
herself The thought of Sophy, to whom the sickroom was 
forbidden as a heavy footed and likely irritant, who, 
doubtless, was leaving dirt in corners and saucepans un- 
scoured, and, under Celia’s easy rule, could not be 
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earning the enormous meals she was probably consuming, 
was a perpetual annoyance to Mrs. Marston. She was not 
the mistress in her own house; it was in the possession of 
people she did not trust, and her will to live, in itself an aid 
to recovery, became an additional danger, owing to the fret 
and helpless anger behind it. The nurses, addressing her 
endearingly as their habit is, and persistently making the 
best of everything, annoyed her when they meant to soothe* 

‘A difficult old lady,’ said the doctor. 

‘You can’t please her,’ said the nurses. 

‘She’ll be in bed for a long time yet, won’t she?’ Sophy 
asked, with a solemn shake of the head and hope in her 
voice. 

‘I hope she won’t ask to see me,’ Catherine said. ‘I can’t 
bear ill people and even if she dies, I shan’t be able to pretend 
I cared for her.’ 

‘Yes, it’s uncomfortable,’ said Celia. ‘One likes to have 
the correct r^eactions. Well, I have admiration, though I 
have no affection. She has real character. She’s never taken 
anybody else’s shape or colour and she won’t now and, in a 
way, that’s an achievement.’ 

It was late afternoon, the usual time for Catherine’s visits, 
and she and Celia were in the parlour, careful not to disturb 
the night nurse who was still asleep in the room above. The 
french windows were wide open and Celia sat just within 
them and darned the family’s socks and stockings while 
Catherine, opposite to her, lounged against the wall. The 
neighbour’s tin bath and a cat sitting on the boundary 
fence were the chief objects in view. 

‘Lovely weather for May and Stephen,’ Celia said. 

‘Yes.’ Catherine crossed the grass plot in two long steps 
and approached the cat who at once looked proudly in the 
other direction. 

‘Don’t touch it!’ Celia called out as Catherine, uttering 
soft noises, raised a hand. ‘I’m sure it’s mangy.’ 
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‘I don’t think so. Why should it be?’ 

‘It belongs to the tin bath and I feel it must be. Oh,’ 
Catherine had picked it up, ‘don’t put your face against it. 
And it’s such a waste of affection. It only despises you. 
I think you’d better go and wash.’ 

‘It’s all right.’ She had dropped the cat and now she 
scrubbed her cheek with her handkerchief. ‘They’re nice 
clean animals, cats.’ Returning to the window, she said 
thoughtfully, ‘I like it better there, you know, when Aunt 
May’s at home. I suppose it wouldn’t be at all convenient 
for me to go back to the flat?’ 

‘Aren’t they kind to you?’ Celia asked quickly. 

‘Of course they are. But there’s a sort of loose feeling in 
the house. Just’, she made a little shaking movement with 
her hands, ‘just loose. Anybody can do pretty nearly any- 
thing she likes.’ 

‘And that’s quite a common idea of bliss.’ 

‘I know, but it isn’t a bit nice when you get it.’ 

‘And,’ said Celia, who was not an asker of questions but 
knew how to get them answered, ‘I don’t suppose they 
behave any differently because May’s away.’ 

‘No, and it’s funny because when she’s there they don’t 
taike much notice of her. Very polite and all that, but not 
real notice. It’s the kind of feeling you get when the head 
mistress isn’t at school. It all goes on exactly the same, but 
it’s all a tiny bit loose.’ 

‘I’m afraid you’ll have to put up with it. It doesn’t sound 
very serious.’ 

‘As a matter of fact,’ said Catherine, stepping across the 
threshold and seating herself heavily on the camp-bed, ‘as a 
matter of fact I feel thoroughly sick.’ 

‘My child! Too much good food. Let me see your tongue.’ 

‘Mentally,’ Catherine said rather grandly. ‘And I’d like 
to be at home.’ 

‘I can’t have you left there all alone in the evenings.’ 
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‘But Father’s there. He says he’s working every night until 
twelve or one o’clock.’ 

Celia absorbed this piece of information without showing 
surprise, but she registered the fact that when she was away 
he stayed at home; when she was at home, he was some- 
where else and she was hurt enough to say quietly, ‘You 
can’t do without May, but you can manage without me 
very well.’ 

‘Pet! Don’t be silly! I shordd have my own father and 
we’ve been getting on very nicely lately. I think it’s rather a 
mistake to have two parents about at the same time. You 
can’t appreciate them both, and I should think,’ Catherine 
said wisely, ‘he feels I belong to him more when you’re not 
there. And so I do. It’s quite natural.’ 

‘Quite,’ Celia said with truth, but what she wanted to say 
was that Gerald had no right to her at all, that she herself 
had tried with aU her moral and mental strength to resist 
the conception of this child who had become so dear and, 
failing there, had imaginatively given her the father she 
should have had. ‘However, I can’t give Miss Riggs any 
more work to do and I shall be happier if you stay at May’s.’ 

‘Even though your daughter’s suffering?’ Catherine asked 
with an indignation not altogether assumed. 

‘I think you’d better teU me why.’ 

‘I expect you’ll be cross but I can’t help it.’ She flung 
herself back on the piUows and addressed the ceiling. ‘It’s 
that man,’ she said. ‘That Mr. Milligan.’ 

Celia gave a little gasp of laughter, the statement came at 
so odd a time and Catherine, justifying herself, said with 
mom-nful horror, ‘He only has one leg! If I hadn’t been 
told I’d have thought he just had a limp and I shouldn’t 
have cared much for that, but to know, to know — I mean 
he must go to bed and have a bath, mustn’t he? I couldn’t 
stay in the room with him and now I shall always be terri- 
fied in case I find him there when I go back.’ She sat up 
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with a jerk. ‘Why don’t you say something? Too furious? 
I know it’s cowardly. There’s really no harm in him. Nice, 
funny little man. But anyhow, that’s why I feel sick.’ 

Celia dropped her hands in her lap, one of them wearing 
a sock of Jimmy’s, like a glove, and she looked at the fence 
to which the determined cat had returned. She was con- 
scious of a slight vibration all over her body but she knew 
there was no visible sign of it. The cause of it was com- 
plicated. It seemed impossible for her to have an entirely 
simple emotion. There was the realization that Richard, 
well enough to visit, other people, had not sought her out. 
There was a probably unscientific wonder whether her own 
consciousness of his injury had prenatally affected Catherine. 
There was scorn for this young thing on the bed who had not 
lived through massacres and seemed callous to loss and 
suffering and in her mind there was a picture of Richard 
limping about May’s house, of all unlikely places. She knew 
the sound of that uneven footstep which would hardly be 
heard on the thick carpets and she saw Prudence and Susan 
tactfully getting him into the most comfortable chair. 
And charming they would look in the beautiful drawing- 
room, with their smooth heads, their reddened lips and 
pretty frocks. But their feet are rather big, she found her- 
self thinking as this picture connected itself, to her dis- 
comfort and sour pleasure, with all those invitation cards in 
his sitting-room, all the kind ladies bringing offerings of 
fruit and flowers. Did they, like Susan some time ago, like 
Catherine now, describe him as a nice, a funny little man? 
For her, since she first saw him he had been the only 
man of real importance in the world, subtly distinguished in 
spite of his rather ordinary exterior, a person of most satisfy- 
ing humour and infinite comprehension. Funny? Yes, 
when he chose. In Paris had he not succeeded in amusing 
Susan? Little? He was as tall as Celia herself, above the 
average height for a woman. And nice? This word in 
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conjunction with the others suggested a sort of harmless- 
ness in him that was disparaging. Celia herself had always 
known him gentle. Even when she resisted his persuasions he 
had been gentle, making it as easy as he could for her, and 
thereafter his perfect scrupulousness, his generous lack of 
reproaches, had been her pride, because she believed they 
were his strength. 

‘Are you as disgusted as all that?’ Catherine asked. ‘I 
know it’s very babyish.’ 

‘Babyish?’ Celia echoed, trying to pick up her cue, ‘Oh 
yes, yes, but it’s worse than that. It’s so unchivalrous. 
But I remember, I used to feel like that about people with 
squints. I couldn’t believe anyone with a squint was honest. 
It would be pleasant to think I’d conquered the feeling but, 
when I come to think of it, there aren’t any squints now- 
adays. Things do improve. There’s no doubt about it. 
Lots of children squinted furiously when I was young and 
most of the poorer sort had legs like Norman arches.’ 

‘More reminiscences!’ Catherine said with a chuckle. 

‘There’s so much more behind me than there is in front,* 
Celia said. 

‘Darling! You’ve got to be my children’s grandmother for 
ages. You’re not sad, are you? I’ll try to be more sensible 
if I see him again and, anyhow, he won’t know. He won’t 
take much notice of me when Prudence and Susan are about. 
I seem to be at the age when I’m not noticed. Too lumpy. 
D’you think I’ll ever be like them? Really feminine? It 
must be an awful bother.’ 

‘Does Mr. Milligan know who you are?’ She could not 
resist asking that question. 

‘I should think so,’ Catherine said carelessly, ‘but Mis. 
Carey seemed rather as if she had forgotten. Funny, that. 
She came and fetched him like the nurse at a children’s 
party. And she’s always been so nice to me, because she’s 
your friend, I suppose.’ 
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'Yes, and it can’t have been very easy. You are about the 
same age as Meredith, you know.’ 

Catherine frowned slightly. 'D’you think she’s miserable?’ 

'Nobody can remember to be miserable all the time.’ 

'You don’t look very happy yourself. What are you staring 
at so hard?’ 

'Trying to see myself,’ she said, for the window, pushed 
back against the outer wall of brick, made a kind of looking- 
glass. 

'You’re all right. Just the same as usual.’ 

‘That’s what I’m afraid of. And I’ve never seen myself 
any more clearly than I do now, in that window, through 
a glass darkly. Eyes overstrained, perhaps,’ she added dryly, 
'with looking for things that were never there.’ 

She had been leaning forward to peer, but now she 
straightened herself with an unusually quick movement and 
looked at Catherine who sat on the edge of the bed, her 
head bowed, her hair falling forward, her toes turned in 
and tapping the floor, a much more important person than 
that dim figure in the glass for whom life’s pace was neces- 
sarily beginning to slow down of its own accord. She had a 
vivid, almost physical impression of the energy, the poten- 
tialities for joy and pain, stored in Catherine’s mind and 
body and she felt a passionate desire not to make things easy 
for her, since ultimately that was no kindness, but to give 
her vision, the power to see and to feel the truth, the values, 
that lay beyond herself. That, however, was not in her gift for 
she did not possess it. The nearest she came to it was know- 
ing she ought to have it and of almost being willing to resign 
everything for its sake. 'Almost,’ she sighed, aware of her 
own weakness. 

Catherine’s feet tapped a little faster. 'D’you know what I 
think?’ she said. 

'I do not,’ Celia replied gravely. 

'Well, I think father’s got some kind of secret, something 
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that makes him happy,’ and at these words Celia became 
more than ever aware of her own weakness, 

‘What makes you think that?’ she asked. 

‘Oh, he looks sort of younger and livelier. Rather like 
Christmas when we were little. Haven’t you noticed it?’ 

‘When he comes here,’ Celia answered slowly, ‘he’s always 
rather anxious and distressed.’ 

‘Yes. Funny, isn’t it? But very nice of him and I suppose 
there’s always a sort of animal instinct about parents and a 
sense of duty.’ 

‘Thank you very much,’ Celia said. 

With a spring imperilling the camp-bed, Catherine 
enveloped her mother in a rough embrace. ‘You’ve never 
been a parent in that way,’ she said. ‘Even Father hasn’t. 
He was rather — nothing in particular, but I’m beginning 
to see him as much more of a person.’ 
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CHAPTER L 


It soon became apparent that Mrs. Marston was not going 
to get well. She sank lower into her pillows, her eyes grew 
weary of keeping watch. She was loosening her grasp at last 
and even the sound of china sHpping from Sophy’s hands to 
the kitchen floor would hardly have roused her. Geha, 
though her time was no longer claimed, spent as much of it 
as she could in the bedroom where white crochet mats 
covered everything coverable and faded photographs of 
women with lockets and men with side whiskers looked 
smugly on this scene of dissolution. She wondered how many 
of these pictured people were themselves still living, how 
many would arrive with head-shakings and black-edged 
handkerchiefs for the funeral. They were the kind of people 
to spend much more than they could afford on a railway 
journey for such a ceremony. In the meantime the 
question of expense weighed rather heavily on Celia herself. 
She did not know how Gerald was paying for the only 
extravagance of Mrs. Marston’s life. He had refused the 
offer of Celia’s money; she was not to be allowed to make 
amends, and if, in spite of this new care, he was younger 
and livelier, perhaps it was unnecessary to worry. All she 
could do was to sit in his mother’s bedroom, so that she 
should not start on her mysterious journey without someone 
to see her go, and this slow dying seemed to Celia like the 
meagre preparations of a lonely old woman doomed to 
unwilling emigration. The ship was at the quayside and 
though the passenger might linger, she had to be on board 
before the time of sailing, going with hardly a farewell and 
with no knowledge of the ^d of welcome waiting for her. 
Celia knew she was not much more than the emigration 
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officer, she had very little personal interest in the matter, 
but she fulfilled her duties conscientiously, sitting on a hard 
chair beside the window, looking at the weather which was 
still warm and brilliant and watching some of the world 
go by. It was weather for sitting in a garden, for wearing 
pale, pretty frocks, but it was a long time since she had had 
a garden at her command and her dresses were of serviceable 
colours and materials. It was weather for young men and 
maidens, playing one kind of game while the light lasted 
and another when it became too dark to see a ball. It was 
weather for charming grandmothers becomingly arranged 
on a veranda while the grandchildren sported on a lawn, 
not the weather in which a grandmother who was not 
charming should be dying on a brass bedstead, while a 
daughter-in-law who was neither young nor old, who could 
play neither game and was not a grandmother yet, looked 
from the window at the errand boys, at Mrs. Sanders going 
out with a basket to buy the provisions Catherine had found 
inadequate, at a pair of gipsies, going from house to house, 
with their hair arranged in plaited loops, babies supported 
in the shawls slung over their shoulders and much heavier 
baskets of pedlars’ stuff than Mrs. Sanders could have 
managed. They were muscular, swarthy, no doubt un- 
savoury on a near approach, yet even without the babies 
they would have remained, in their own world, intensely 
feminine; in Celia’s world they were somewhat rankly of the 
female sex, but, from her seat among the crochet covers, 
the side whiskers and the lockets, she felt a kind of scorn 
for the unadventurous respectability of her own existence, 
and because they had seen sights hidden from her, endured 
hardships, fed coarsely and experienced rough love, she 
thought they must know more of life than she did. She felt 
a little ashamed and apologetic when she shook her head at 
their proffered wares. She could talk to most people but 
she would not know how to talk to them. They would 

383 



think her a poor weak thing, unfit to face the world, and, 
indeed, as she had once said, she had lived chiefly in the 
passive mood, the passive mood and the past tense, in a past 
episode so tenuous that it had taken all her time to preserve 
its being. She ought to have had half a dozen children; she 
ought to have been handled as these women were and to 
have learnt to use her nails on anyone who destroyed her 
peace instead of submitting to mental gnawings, but she 
could hardly persuade Gerald to take to drink in the hope 
of a salutary beating; she was the product of her environ- 
ment and upbringing and scratching was not part of her 
equipment. She had to get her peace in a harder fashion, 
by learning a sort of indifference to self which was not 
lack of interest in it. That would be death and she did not 
want to die. On the contrary, not yet having learnt her 
lesson, having, as it were, merely supplied herself with the 
necessary books and fluttered the pages which must be 
closely studied, she opened her doors to a strong resurgence 
of her youth, the last chance it was likely to have. She 
wanted something to happen, and that was the cry of youth, 
something intense but simple in its emotions of happiness or 
grief. It was the simplicity of some emotion for which she 
craved and in which only youth believes and, as it would not 
come to her in this little house, she must go abroad to look 
for it. 

Mrs. Marston, only half-conscious, was lying very still, 
and, in answer to Celia’s raised eyebrows, the nurse shook 
her head reassuringly. 

‘You go out and enjoy yourself,’ she said. ‘What weather! 
I’d like to have a bit of fun myself. And it’s not as if there’s 
anything you can do.’ 

‘I wanted, I rather wanted to take some clean clothes 
for Catherine, to my sister’s house,’ Celia said, and there 
was a little hesitation in her tone, as though she wondered 
whether this excuse would do. ‘And if you want a bit of 
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fun. Nurse, and can get it, why don’t you take half a day 
to-morrow? There’s not much you can do either.’ 

She made a neat parcel of the things she had washed and 
ironed for Catherine, then she went home to change her 
frock. She took the french hat from its box and put it 
back, and then she took it out again. It suited her. Richard 
and Susan had made no mistake about it. It suited her 
and it was suitable, whether for joy or woe, a wreath of 
laurel or a crown of thorns, and she made a bitter face at 
herself in the glass, knowing that the laurel of victory would 
mean defeat and a crown of thorns was not for her small 
sorrows. Nevertheless, she would wear the hat and when she 
had put it on at a becoming angle, powdered her nose and 
found a clean pair of gloves, she made a rapid inspection of 
the flat. 

Every'-thing was in order. Miss Riggs had seen to that. 
Her sitting-room, though it was spotless, felt neglected and 
forlorn. The dining-room, on the other hand, had come into 
its own. The baronial furniture seemed to assure her proudly 
that this was the favoured apartment. A thick roll of 
architect’s plans leaned against the sideboard, there was a 
pot of wallflowers on the table and Celia wondered whether 
they had come from Jo’s back garden. Miss Riggs, less 
happily, had spread a dustsheet over Catherine’s bed, as 
though she were never coming back; her little treasures 
had been put away and Celia quickly shut the door on that 
sad emptiness. But Jimmy’s room was as it had always 
been. He had innumerable small possessions, pencils and 
keys, knives, little boxes, notebooks and pipes, kept in a sort 
of orderly confusion, like that on a mechanic’s bench. 
And his pyjamas, folded neatly, as she had taught him years 
ago, were under his pillow, promising that he, at least, 
intended to return. She gave the pillow a pat and, on an 
impulse, returned to her own room. There was only one 
pillow on the bed. Unlike his mother who preserved the 
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one Mr. Marston's head should have pressed, Gerald had 
removed her own. But that might be Miss Riggs's doing. 
She had a mania for putting things away, it would go to her 
heart to use two pillow cases when one would do and, 
giving Gerald the benefit of the doubt, Celia ran down the 
stairs before she could vex herself with the unreasonable- 
ness of troubling to doubt at all. 

She went up Barton Street and across The Green and 
then took the pleasantest, leafiest of the roads leading to 
May's house, but they were all pleasant, all leafy, all 
drowsing in the summer afternoon and informed with the 
serenity bestowed upon a place when most of its male 
inhabitants are safely collected in another part of a city 
and, as she approached the house, she was glad May was 
still away. She would not have learnt what she wanted to 
know from her. The holiday was being prolonged by the 
weather or its own success, but what on earth, Celia won- 
dered, could they find to talk about? And she cast a thought 
towards Hester, taking other people's dogs for walks in the 
parks and doing errands for women who thought they were 
too busy to do them for themselves, while Stephen was doing 
the right thing according to the bond he had made when he 
was too young to know better, the thing that probably 
caused the least unhappiness and what Celia had never 
succeeded in doing properly herself, and when she saw the 
house in its clean cream coat, the windows wide open and 
the garden gay, she thought he had done well. This was a 
home and one could not destroy a home. 

The front door was wide open, too, the gate into the 
garden was ajar and Celia did not scruple to walk upstairs 
and put Catherine’s stockings, her handkerchiefs and white 
school blouse in their appropriate drawers. She had left 
traces of herself between morning and afternoon school. 
Her shoes, hurriedly kicked off her feet, were lying on their 
sides, like derelicts at low tide: the wardrobe door swung on 
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its hinges; there were, most regrettably, a few hairs adhering 
to her comb; there were books on the bed and, on the table 
beside it, Celia was surprised and touched to see an old 
photograph of herself, a snapshot taken she could not 
remember when, but evidently on a windy day when a thin 
dress was driven against her figure. 

‘Dear me,’ she murmured thoughtfully. ‘What a pity!’ 
And she forgot to straighten the shoes, shut the war^obe 
and purify the comb. There was no sound to be heard from 
the landing but, thinking the girls might be in the garden, 
she went into the nursery whence she could look out at the 
lawn and as she entered the room she decided that 
Catherine’s description of looseness in the house might 
certainly be applied to many of the doors, for here, an un- 
precedented opportunity, the front of Susan’s doU’s house 
had been swung back and left in that position, and the 
beautifully appointed little rooms were at anybody’s 
mercy. 

Celia would not take advantage of what might be an 
accident. She went to the window, stepped back hastily, 
then advanced again, like someone who shrinks from the 
first flash of an ugly sight but gathers courage in taking it 
piecemeal. And, visually, this was not an ugly sight. It was 
only that of a middle-aged gentleman smoking a pipe in a 
basket chair on the lawn and a girl sitting near him in the 
pretty attitude of sewing, the head bent, the hand poised. 
They looked like a father and daughter enjoying a calm 
companionship on this summer afternoon, but Celia, 
supporting herself against the nursery table, was trembling 
as she always did when she first saw Richard after a separa- 
tion. His stick was beside his chair; there was a certain 
stifihess about the stretch of his left leg; he supported his 
pipe in the way that had always charmed her because it was 
his way, yet she knew she was seeing him with fresh eyes, as 
though his neglect of her and the judgments of Hester and 
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Susan and Catherine were lenses clarifying or distorting her 
earlier view, but chiefly it was her certainty, long kept at 
bay, that after the first difficult years, there had been no 
reciprocity of feeling between them. It would have lasted if 
they had been together but, separated, his share of it had 
fallen away from him while hers had lasted because she had 
cherished it with infinite care. Yet he had sent his love 
when he was ill, she told herself again, and he had never 
married. The impression must have sunk deep, though, 
long ago, the die had lost its value, but last year and the 
year before, for many years, they had met in the sure, natural 
friendliness which must always exist between them. ‘Then, 
why not this year?’ she asked, and looking at Susan, she 
found the answer, and that snake in her breast moved 
sluggishly, then seemed to settle again to sleep, for Susan, 
raising her needlework, had unmistakably concealed a yawn 
and her eyes raked the back of the house in the manner of 
one who looks anxiously for relief. Celia, seeing this and 
remembering how she had treasured all her own moments 
with Richard in a garden, felt a momentary anger, but no 
more jealousy, against the girl who was so little appreciative 
of her privileges. Then, behind her, she heard quick foot- 
steps and a voice raised at the top of a scale and running 
down it with joyful, effortless precision, and Prudence 
appeared in the doorway and stood for a moment in 
astonishment. 

‘I walked in,’ Celia said. ‘The door was open. All the 
burglars in the world could have done the same.’ 

‘Yes, but Susan and I are in and out all the time.’ She 
joined her aunt by the table and, laughing a little, she said, 
‘We’re taking turns! He’s a nice little man and very amusing 
when he likes, but after all, he’s old enough to be our father 
and we have a perfectly good one already. And he knits, 
Aunt Celia! He makes his own socks! Don’t you think 
that’s rather an effeminate thing to do?’ 
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Celia, listening, her eyes downcast, possessed by the 
inward trembling of her indignation, suddenly raised her 
head and looked at Prudence fairly. She did not notice 
the girFs little start of surprise at the sight of the widely 
opened eyes, a dusky blue, normally a cool and tender 
colour and now like smoke from a banked fire, presaging an 
uprush of hot words, but Celia looked down again and said 
coldly, ‘Your generation seems to have no imagination. It 
doesn’t seem to be conscious of its debts.’ Then she paused 
to ask herself whether she were widely enough conscious of 
her own. T don’t think you need despise Mr. Milligan 
because he knits his socks.’ 

T’m sorry. Aunt Celia,’ Prudence said meekly enough. 
T suppose it’s because I’m rather bored with him to-day. 
He’s been here since eleven o’clock. Yes, Mrs. Carey asked 
us if we could have him to spend the day. Rather absurd, 
wasn’t it? He might have been seven years old, but that’s the 
way she treats him. And he’s very easy going. He does 
what he’s told. And he’s just as happy in our garden as he 
would be anywhere else.’ 

‘Happier, perhaps.’ 

‘Yes, he’s rather taken with Susan and a little bit with 
me. He likes girls and Mrs. Carey finds us useful to amuse 
him and he’s going away to-morrow.’ 

‘Already!’ Celia exclaimed. 

‘Why, he’s been with Mrs. Carey for three weeks or more.’ 

‘I didn’t know. I think I’ve lost count of time.’ 

‘Is it so dreadful, over there?’ Prudence asked gently. 

‘No, not really dreadful.’ 

‘But it would do you good, wouldn’t it, to stay to tea? 
We’ll have it in the garden,’ 

‘No, I won’t stay. Has Susan been showing Mr. Milligan 
the doll’s house?’ 

‘No, he’s not so young as that! Besides, she wouldn’t. 
Not to him. Jimmy ought to have locked it up. He has the 
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key. He’s fitting it with electric light and he wants to put 
in a cistern, but it’s sinre to leak and spoil the furniture.’ 

‘Not if Jimmy does it,’ Celia said with great simplicity, 
and carefully she returned the front of the house to its place. 
It was her way of renouncing all judgment in his afifairs and 
Susan’s. 
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CHAPTER LI 

'I’ll come down the road with you/ Prudence said. 'It’s 
really my turn for Mr. Milligan, but I do love strolling about 
these roads in the summer. There’s always a sort of holiday 
feeling. Such ugly houses, too, most of them, in this part of 
Upper Radstowe, and rather dreary in the winter, but now 
they have a charm. All the windows open and people 
playing the piano abominably. If they played better, it 
wouldn’t sound so gay. But I don’t suppose you feel very 
gay just now, do you?’ 

'No, not very,’ Celia said. 

'But it’s nice for us to have Catherine and she’s very good 
for Priscilla. She keeps her in much better order than we 
can. Priscilla thinks our standards are old-fashioned but 
she accepts Catherine’s. And she can’t play at the pretty 
spoilt child with her. She won’t even dare to do it with 
Mr. Milligan if Catherine has her eyes on her, but she’U 
have her chance to-day because Catherine’s staying late 
at school and we haven’t to take Mr. Milligan back till six 
o’clock.’ 

'Haven’t to?’ Celia said. 

'Those were our orders,’ Prudence said demurely. 'I don’t 
see why I shouldn’t tell you, though we’re not supposed to 
know, but Mr. Milligan must have thought it looked odd 
for him to spend his last day with us. Too attentive. Or 
perhaps he can’t keep things to himself. Mrs. Carey wanted 
him out of the way and he didn’t want to be in it, because 
she’s bringing that poor boy home. He’s coming to-day 
and he’ll be tucked up in bed before Mr. Milligan gets back. 
I don’t know why she couldn’t have waited another day 
until Mr. Milligan had gone, but I think she’s like that. 
Rather sudden. Or perhaps he hadn’t the sense to go. And 
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she won’t bother about us any more. We shan’t exist. 
But I can understand that she wouldn’t want anyone else 
to see the boy, can’t you? Just his father and mother,’ 
Prudence said with comprehension. 

Yes, Celia thought, with a different kind of comprehen- 
sion, not another woman, intruding where she had no right, 
and as she remembered Pauline’s cold voice over the tele- 
phone, she understood the ensuing silence. She knew her 
instinct about Pauline’s ruthlessness was right. She had 
offended the passion of possession brought to its maddest 
point and her charitable mission would never be forgiven. 
It explained Pauline’s share in Richard’s absence and why 
she had taken care he should not stray to-day. His own share 
had to be explained in another way and already she was 
adapting herself to what was no more than tenderness 
for an old memory when it was brought accidentally to his 
mind. Yes, Pauline must have inspired him to send his love. 
She would not do that now if the opportunity occurred, 
and Celia, who had come out to find a great emotion, a 
fierce jealousy, a bitter renunciation, had for her only 
feeling one of emptiness, her fnend and her lover gone; his 
admirable self-control changed to a pleasant amenability. 
She felt empty: worse than that, she knew she had been a fool. 

‘His father and mother,’ she murmured. 

‘Yes, they’ve both gone to fetch him and I feel half- 
ashamed of knowing. It’s too — too private, isn’t it? We 
ought not to have been told,’ she said, and Celia silently 
agreed with this condemnation of Pauline’s brother. 
Twenty years ago, would he have been so confidential 
with strangers, outraging Pauline’s hard reserve? Did 
people grow less sensitive as they grew older? 

‘But we can forget,’ she heard Prudence saying quietly. 

Yes, they could be trusted to do that, and, without 
knowing she was breaking a settled habit, she kissed 
Prudence at parting, instead of offering a cheek. 
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^You look so sweet in that hat/ Prudence said. Trom a 
long way off it looks quite ordinary and then, when you get 
closer, you see how clever it really is. And that’s what 
happens with you yourself.’ 

‘But I’m not clever/ Celia said. ‘At school I couldn’t 
even do long division. I never knew what to put inside 
those ears, those brackets, at the sides. The whole thing 
always looked to me like the back view of a cat. No, I’m not 
clever.’ 

She was an ordinary woman in an ordinary hat that was 
neither a wreath nor a crown, but she was clever enough to 
make a good guess at Pauline’s mental processes and it was 
these that chiefly occupied her as she walked back. She 
could understand them well enough to forgive the injustice 
of resentment turned against herself and she was generous 
enough to be glad if her intrusion, her sight of Meredith, her 
companionship of Reginald on his sad errand, had united 
him and Pauline in a single purpose. Perhaps she had been 
trying to spare him all the time and he, almost hating her 
for it, had imagined she only spared herself. Strange how 
people could live together for years and never touch at the 
important point! And these two had been ardent lovers. 
She liked to think they might be lovers again, at an age 
when such as Susan and Prudence would think all passion 
must be dead, and she paused, as usual, on The Terrace, to 
look at her favourite view, feeling curiously free of any 
desires for herself. She stood there, considering the incal- 
culableness in their results of human words and actions. 
Good, sometimes, for someone, produced what, according 
to man’s judgment, seemed to be immediate evil, and evil 
produced good, but the flnal reckoning could not be made 
until the end of time and no human being could do the 
sum. And she wondered what harm, what benefits had been 
set going when, as naturally as drawing a breath, she fell in 
love with Richard Milligan, what would have happened if 
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she had acted differently then or if she had refused to feed 
herself on an illusion. But that food had suited her. It had 
kept her sweet-tempered, and tolerant of much that might 
have fretted her and Gerald had lost nothing he might have 
had. As far as she knew, she had cheated no one but herself 
and even that not all the time, but then, she reminded her- 
self, she could see for such a very little way. Within those 
limits, she had no regrets and as she looked at Easterly 
church tower, very certain to-day of its knowledge of right 
and wrong, she refused to repudiate the past for some of it 
had been good; she could not do the proper thing and look 
towards the future with tragic or dvill eyes. In the course of 
an interesting journey, she had lost some of her luggage 
and she must learn to do without it. She had lost the luxuries, 
the perfumes, the litde decorations which had made her 
feel romantic, which no one else had noticed. She could do 
without them; nevertheless, she knew, as she walked on, that 
she would always want them. However, she still had a home 
but, when she entered it to restore her hat to its pretty box, 
she was distressed to find that the one room she had really 
made her own seemed to agree with her that its former 
occupant had gone for ever. It was like a room sentimentally 
preserved in memory of the departed, the rocking-chair in 
its place, the lid of the bureau shut, all the books neatly 
ranged on their shelves. There was nothing on the table 
except a jar which ought to have held flowers, nothing in 
the bureau she would rather an unfriendly eye did not see. 
‘Nothing!’ she said aloud, opening her empty hands. No 
longer could she pretend that instead of letters and senti- 
mental little mementoes, she had a better treasure in Richard 
Milligan’s silent love and considerate restraint. How easily 
she had befooled herself, she thought, but though she might 
be empty, she was far from dead and she gave the rocking- 
chair a vicious push and took a few books from the shelves. 
She could beguile herself with these while she sat in Mrs. 
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Marston^s bedroom, and she hoped someone would notice 
the gap in the shelves, notice it to-night, before Miss Riggs 
could do something about it in the morning. She left the 
hat-box on the floor instead of hiding it in the monumental 
wardrobe, she dropped her gloves on the sideboard, but 
she knew Miss Riggs, coming in to get the supper and turn 
down the beds, would whisk these things out of sight before 
Jimmy or Gerald could set eyes on them. 

She set her own eyes on the roll of Gerald’s plans. Was it 
these that kept him up so late at night while she walked 
alone on The Terrace? She felt some curiosity about them 
and believing, illogically, that she now had the right to look 
at them without his leave, she spread them on the table, 
but she did not look very far. The topmost plan was quite 
enough for her and she rolled them up again rather quickly. 
It seemed, then, that there was still something to be taken 
from her; she was deprived of her comforting ability to 
relate some of her dissatisfaction with Gerald to the meretri- 
cious mediocrity of his work, for what she had seen, if it was 
not original, was sober and solid. It owed a good deal to 
the kind of house she liked best, the kind he had told her 
he liked best himself, though she had not believed him, and 
she was disappointed and most unreasonably angry with 
the woman whose name was neatly lettered on the front 
elevation of the house. Could this be Maudie? No, Maudie 
would surely prefer one of the little villas with senseless 
decorations, or one of those like a child’s arrangement of 
square bricks. Well, she thought, picking up her gloves, 
he had been able to do something good after all, without her 
help. He had found his inspiration elsewhere. It was not 
impossible that, in some indirect way, he had found it in 
Maudie and it seemed to her that Catherine was the only 
person who had the slightest need of her. Why then, had she 
not gone away with Richard while there was no Catherine, 
while they were in love, while they were young, before he 
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had become a nice, funny little man, a middle-aged bachelor 
with a taste for the company of charming girls, or she could 
look at him from the nursery window and go away without 
a word? It would have made no difference to anybody in 
the end, except to him and her. If Jimmy had been left 
in the gutter, he would have picked himself out of it and 
found, with cheerful determination, a better place in the 
world. He had always been a self-reliant child and he would 
have managed very well without a mother, while Gerald, 
after a short time of wounded vanity and giief, would have 
foxmd another wife and one more to his taste. He would have 
felt just as she did now, she thought, sinking into a chair 
beside the imitation antique table, laying her arms on the 
oak and then her head on them. She was no longer like a 
cistern emptied for cleaning; she might have known that 
strange vacuity would not last. She was like a cistern slowly 
filling up, with humiliation, with loneliness, with humilia- 
tion again, because most of the qualities on which she 
prided herself, and especially that rhythm to which she had 
always tried to live, had been dependent on a conductor 
who had stopped beating the time, controlling the music, 
long ago. He had probably never realized that she was more 
faithful, or more foolish, than he was. He had been happy 
in his not too arduous work, with a settled income and such 
social pleasures as he chose to take. He had no responsibilities 
and no cares but, having avoided some of her own, she need 
not blame him for his immunity, and she thought she saw 
that not loving was no reason for not caring; it was, indeed, 
an added responsibility and the loss of the one which had 
always lain close at hand in the shape of Gerald was made 
apparent to her in the ironic moment, now, when she needed 
all the justification she could get for her existence. And 
it seemed to her that it was expediency as well as kindness to 
serve whenever the opportunity arose. 

This kind of knowledge, the painful getting of wisdom, 
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seemed to come too late, she thought, yet there was no sense 
in life unless such learning had a value of its own, unless, 
without evident practical results, it existed in unseen fruitful- 
ness. And she had no doubt about the value of courage as a 
quality, she blessed a middle-age in which she could see 
herself for what she was, with humour, without despair and, 
in that spirit, she returned to the little house at the end of 
The Terrace to learn that Mrs. Marston was very restless, 
and the nurse, who could not make out what she wanted, 
hoped Celia might be “able to calm her. 

Celia bent over the bed, feeling, for the first time, a sort of 
tenderness for Mrs. Marston in whom some old distress had 
risen from the past and become a present and an urgent one 
and, straining her ears and her wits to understand, she heard 
in Mrs. Marston’s voice not the assurance Gerald had given 
Maudie, but a prayer that Gerald would look after her. 

‘Yes, yes, he’ll look after her,’ Celia promised in a con- 
fusion of pity and astonishment, amusement and unworthy 
rage, for here was another loss. She was robbed of the idea of 
a Maudie who, on an infinitely lower level, was for Gerald 
what Richard had been for her. This ought to have been 
a gain, but all her efforts to find a serious fault in Gerald 
had the humbling effect of revealing some weakness in 
herseF and, in this case, she was afiraid it was perilously 
near a hateful vulgarity of the mind, something worse than 
the vulgarities she had suspected in him. Here was more 
knowledge, she thought grimly. It was a day full of lessons 
and that night, she disciplined herself to ask him who this 
Maudie was. 

‘Does it matter?’ he said coolly. 

‘I should like to know how to comfort her.’ 

‘I don’t think she’s really suffering much. Couldn’t it 
happen that something you’d thought about a great deal 
might pop out just because your defences were all down?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose that could happen.’ 
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‘As in sleep/ he said. 

The tone, more than the words, startled her. Its tolerance 
seemed to put aside some knowledge to which he was 
indifferent; it also put her very far from him and, raising 
the eyelids which, after all, had not been quite the screen 
she had believed, she saw him at a great distance across the 
narrow space of Mrs. Mars ton’s dining-room and there was 
all the difference in the world between the distance she had 
created and the one he was keeping now. Hers could be 
contracted or expanded at her will, but she could do nothing 
about his and her womanhood resented what her mind 
accepted as her due. But was she to blame? Could she 
control love? 

Aloud, she persisted in a low voice, ‘But who is she?’ 

A shade of embarrassment crossed his face. ‘A sister.’ 

‘A sister? I never knew you had one.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘But how extraordinary not to tell me!’ 

‘Was it? You see I was very fond of her,’ he explained, 
and she thought this was the unkindest thing anyone had 
ever said to her. 

‘I don’t deserve that,’ she said in a quick, stifled voice. 

He got up and stood gazing over the flower-pots into the 
street. He blocked what view there was and any sight of 
the passers-by whose footsteps went clipping or shuffling 
on the pavement. He made the room dark, too, and the cold 
of the slippery leather chair went up and down Celia’s 
body. Her small world had grown smaller, darker and 
colder. She felt hemmed in by the bulky man at the window, 
but her thoughts leapt over him to Catherine in May’s 
house, to Jimmy, there too, putting electric light into the 
doll’s house, to Meredith Carey, indifferent to his surround- 
ings and to Richard Milligan, packing his bags for his 
departure to-morrow. She imagined him bending over 
them stiffly, arranging his belongings neatly and looking, 

39 ^ 



with mild anticipation towards the work or pleasure awaiting 
him elsewhere, while the sweet smells from the garden came 
through the window. 

^You know yourself,’ she heard Gerald saying, 'there are 
certain people, or ideas of people, that get spoilt when some- 
one else looks at them. WeU, I had my ideas. But that 
wasn’t the reason at first, not at first.’ He paused and then, 
still addressing the street, he said painfully, 'She wasn’t 
quite like other people. She would always have had to be 
looked after. And I was in love with you. I knew you 
weren’t in love with me. I had a feeling that Maudie might 
tip the scales against me. A rather feeble-minded person in 
the family.’ 

'You ought to have told me,’ Celia said. 

'But it wasn’t madness. I wouldn’t have risked that.’ 

'You ought to have told me. I should only have been 
sorry for you.’ 

'I think you were sorry already,’ Gerald said dryly. 'Yes, 
I think that was what you felt. Going to the war, poor boy, 
might never come back, sO you gave him what happiness 
you could.’ 

To that true statement she made no reply and when he 
had waited for affirmation or denial, he said, 'I knew you’d 
find my mother quite enough to swallow. I couldn’t give 
you Maudie too, and then she died, while I was out in 
France. It wasn’t likely I’d tell you then.’ 

‘Why not?’ she breathed. 

'Dirty, disloyal trick,’ he muttered, 'telling you about her 
when she was safely dead. I was fond of her,’ he repeated, 
'and, you’ll be surprised, but I meant a lot to her. You see,’ 
he added, 'she wasn’t quite like other people.’ 

'But,’ Celia said, 'you are not fair to me. I should have 
been kind about that, kinder to your mother, too,’ and she 
thought true kindness involved a willingness to let other 
people show it. 
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‘Would you?’ he said. ‘You must remember she was a 
Marston, not a Carey.’ 

There was a bitter truth in this suggestion, too. The 
undeveloped bradn of Meredith Carey, the son of brilliant 
parents, seemed like a tragic accident, while a feeble- 
minded Maudie Marston was a not unfitting complement 
to her mother, the odour of camphor, the crochet mats, 
the side whiskers and the lockets. It seemed to matter less 
and she knew that this sort of prejudice, a form of snobbish- 
ness from which she had believed she was free, had always 
subtly tinged her view of Gerald. In the son of a belted earl 
some of his gestures and habits and tricks of maimer would 
have missed the criticism to which they were subjected in 
the son of the lawyer’s clerk, the grandson of the dealer in 
small quantities of coal. 

‘I believe you hate me,’ she said, not angrily, but thin king 
he had good cause. 

He did not speak. Still looking out of the window, he 
shook his head very slowly. 
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CHAPTER LII 


The best Celia could say for Mrs. Marston’s funeral was 
that it might have been worse if Mrs. Marston had herself 
arranged it, but not very much worse, for there was some- 
thing inherently ugly in the processes necessary for the 
disposal of the dead. The hoarse, respectful whispers of the 
undertaker's men in consultation with the relatives and 
heaven knew what ribaldry and roughness when they were 
left to their business upstairs; the coffin, approximating so 
callously to the shape of the body; the flowers nodding 
jauntily to the movements of the hearse; the rain tapping on 
the umbrellas of the little gathering round the grave; the 
earth glistening with moisture — it was all ugly except the 
words pronounced hurriedly and mechanically by a clergy- 
man none of the family had ever seen before. Mrs. Marston, 
on her arrival in Radstowe, had not attached herself to any 
place of worship, and this man, indigenous to the cemetery, 
conducted the rites at a rattling pace. It was not the 
weather for dawdling, he knew nothing of the person in the 
oak box and no doubt he was thinking of his own affairs. 
Which of the company was not? If Gerald had invited 
friends or relatives from the Midlands, none had appeared. 
Here, besides Sophy who sniffed occasionally and had been 
busy during the last few days in finding virtues for Mrs. 
Marston, and the night nurse who liked to see the last of 
her patients, besides Stephen and, rather surprisingly, Julia 
and John, was only Gerald’s own family, Jimmy, looking 
solemn and uncomfortable, and Catherine, holding her 
mother’s arm in horror at death itself and in shrinking from 
the thought of that particular body in the coffin and the 
coffin in the oozing earth. Of these, only Gerald could be 
much concerned with the woman who had gone, and Celia 
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did not know how much he had really cared for her or 
what kind of mother she had been to him when he was 
young. She realized how little he had told her or his 
children of his own childhood and his past seemed to be 
barren of thosefamily anecdotes, jokes and sayings which are 
handed down from one generation to another. Perhaps 
there was none to tell. Mrs. Marston could not have been 
productive of much merriment in the home or have said 
anything pleasantly memorable, and, in Gerald’s memories, 
there was always the restraint of Maudie who must not be 
mentioned. CeUa pictured her 2 ls amiable, quickly responsive 
to smiles and frowns, walking with the gay, hopping move- 
ment peculiar to her kind, not in the least like the Maudie 
of her own invention, with the bright hair, the high bosom. 
But such women existed no longer, she thought impatiently; 
she had never honestly believed in anyone so crude, and 
glancing at Julia whose face was composed in an expression 
of complete oblivion to the heavy rainfall, she decided that 
there was not much to choose between her silly sister-in-law 
and herself. They could both take a fraction of a fact and 
build an improbable story on it. Nevertheless, it was odd 
that Gerald should have addressed Maudie in his sleep 
immediately after that glimpse of him like a man about to 
run a race, and it might be the fault of her own limited out- 
look that she could not believe in any inspiration coming to 
Gerald from any but a feminine source. 

^ The last words had been said. A handful of earth, finer 
and drier than that from which the grave had been dug, 
had fallen on the coffin and the parson, mistaking John and 
Julia for the chief mourners, was offering a damp hand and 
insisting on telling them where to look for comfort, in spite of 
their modest attempts to disclaim the post of honour. He 
had made his choice and he abode by it for already, far off, 
a procession like a black insect with white spots was crawling 
through the cemetery gate. 
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‘Isn’t he hateful?’ Catherine muttered and turned away. 

Yes, he was hateful, Celia thought, like a ghoul, seeking 
the next corpse, and the planks round the grave, the newly- 
turned earth, the wreaths dashed by the rain, were hateful 
too. This seemed so poor a way to deal with anything as 
magnificent as death, yet she could not connect magnificence 
with Mrs. Marston; this setting for her final scene did very 
well and, as she stood there in her old mackintosh, duly 
returned by Julia, and looked round to see Gerald speaking 
to a woman she did not know, and then, when he left her, 
receiving a brotherly and somewhat diaconal handshake 
from John, who came of a line of deacons, as she noticed 
John’s protective and propelling arm round Julia’s shoulders, 
she felt a sudden uprising of energy in her mind and body, 
for in the midst of death she was alive and these ordinary' 
people, this somewhat sordid scene, were of absorbing 
interest. In this advance of John and Julia, for instance, she 
saw a slightly defiant demonstration. Here they were, they 
seemed to say, so firmly united that one could not attend a 
funeral in the rain without the other. 

‘You mustn’t grieve. She is much happier where she is,’ 
Julia said gently. 

Celia gave her an unsuitably gay smile and, for John’s 
sake, because she could not help being fond of him, she 
refrained from thanking Julia for this assurance and asking 
for more detailed information. She would much rather 
have been told how these two had come to terms and what 
they were. Terms had to be made between two people who 
had started on a journey and were bound by their own 
natures to .continue it together. It was useless to reproach 
and wrangle because one of them had forgotten to pack 
something the other wanted, muddled the arrangements, 
mislaid the tickets or taken the best seat. People ;^ho rather 
recklessly accepted each other as companions had to be 
very careful with their memories; they had to forget the 
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unpleasantness of the day before and start the next one in a 
spirit of amiability and trust; they had to cultivate the trick 
of seeing and hearing the things they liked and becoming 
blind and deaf to the others. Yes, Celia thought, she knew 
all the theory by heart; she could have written an excellent 
manueil on marriage. The practiced difficidty w^ to subdue 
a consciousness of self in a situation which forced it into 
prominence, to forgive the faults which were a reflection on 
her own judgment, the errors in taste which were a 
condemnation of her, too. It was necessary to realize with- 
out indignation that the other partner also had dissatisfac- 
tions, but dwelt on them less because he was more generous 
and not nearly so exacting. 

‘And so,’ said Julia, flapping her eyelashes, ‘you must be 
happy too.’ 

‘Yes,’ Celia said obediently, but she wished she could be 
sad, or happy only in the belief that Mrs. Marston and 
Maudie were together in a heaven where the feeble-minded 
had their wits restored to them and the grim were trans- 
formed into aU that was lovely. And perhaps Mrs. Marston 
would not have been grim if she had not shut her mouth on 
aU reference to Maudie and her heart against those who did 
not disgrace her with their afflictions. Sh« and Pauline 
Carey, living worlds apart, speaking different languages, 
had their point of resemblance in a primitive maternal 
instinct of jealousy and defence, and Celia, more fortunate 
than either of them, cast a possessive look at Jimmy who 
stood with his hands in his pockets and his hat pulled over 
his eyes, waiting with decent patience for the moment of 
departmre, and she looked at Catherine, whose patience, 
on the other hand, was intended to attract attention and 
whose wounded glance, avoiding the cemetery and the 
monuments, was fixed on the highest chimney within her 
view and, like nearly everyone who stands beside a grave, 
Celia wished she had been kinder to the dead. 
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This regret came too late to be anything but an admonition 
for the future, yet, as Stephen approached and even though 
he, like all mortals, might die to-morrow, his air of health, 
his bronzed cheeks, assured her she might risk a touch of 
malice in her tender inquiries about his holiday and, with 
a momentary accentuadon of his occasional squint, he 
acknowledged her intention before he assumed as bland an 
expression as his thin face could manage. He must be sorry 
he had confided in her, she thought, and she was glad she 
had confided in no one, but she had no right to feel superior 
for she had merely relinquished an illusion and his task had 
been harder, yet she knew she would never forgive him for 
not having held his tongue. 

‘Do you realize’, Catherine inquired with polite exaspera- 
tion, ‘that it’s pouring with rain and my feet are absolutely 
soaked? This seems to me a very strange place for having 
a sort of family party.’ 

John and Julia had already made for their car, Stephen 
hurried OS' to his; the hired ones had discreetly crept as 
near as possible to the group and Sophy, who would gladly 
have wandered among the tombstones and unostentatiously 
joined another funeral, was bundled into one cab by the 
nurse while the family took its places in the other. Their wet 
mackintoshes glistened, the rain streamed down outside 
and glistened on the mzirble crosses; it must have been 
thudding like drum taps on the tarpaulin drawn over Mrs. 
Marston’s grave until lie thick, wet earth could be shovelled 
into it. This was a brutal sort of leave-taking and there was 
no help for it, but Celia shuddered as she half-dared to fancy 
what she would have felt if it had been Jimmy or Catherine 
who was left alone in the rain. 

Gerald turned firom his contemplation of the streets and 
no one could know what memories of his mother, to look 
at Celia and hope she had not taken cold. It had been 
a small shudder, but he had noticed it, and a slight 
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sensation of warmth stole over her, a slight consciousness of 
power. 

‘Oh no,’ she said, ‘I shan’t get cold but, if we weren’t 
all so wet, I should like us all to huddle up together.’ 

At that he smiled uncertainly, lifting his eyebrows and she 
added sadly, ‘But it wouldn’t do. We should all hate it. 
We must have hot baths when we get home, instead.’ 

She was trying to hold her umbrella clear of herself and 
of Catherine on the opposite seat and, looking at it, she said, 
‘Did I ever tell you about the woman who was sick in the 
tramcar when I was a child?’ 

‘Oh don’t, pet. Yes, dozens of times!’ 

Celia would not be stayed. ‘Into her umbrella,’ she said 
impressively, but Catherine had her hands to her ears and 
Gerald and Jimmy, leaning towards each other, were dis- 
cussing strains and stresses. 

‘I don’t think it’s funny,’ Catherine said, when she thought 
she might safely remove her hands. 

‘It isn’t meant to be. I teU the story as a tribute to great 
presence of mind and, but for me, that woman would be 
unhonomed and unsung.’ 

‘She ought to have stayed at home,’ Catherine said 
positively, ‘and you know, you do tell your stories rather 
often.’ 

‘How else do you think the folk stories were handed down 
to us? And I expect the young people got very restive when 
the old bard insisted on singing them all over again, but it 
would have been a pity if he hadn’t, and some day, when 
there are no umbrellas Irft, your great, great, great-grand- 
children will like my little story and be proud of it. We’re 
making footnotes to history aU the time.’ 

‘I don’t think we’re as important as all that,’ Catherine 
said. 

The car was labouring up The Slope and, from her comer, 
Celia could see the University tower. Tbat, she hoped, 
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would still be standing when umbrellas, clumsy con- 
trivances, had long been obsolete. There were plenty of 
them to be seen to-day and if anyone had moved his own 
aside and could have seen through the windows of the car, 
he would have agreed with Catherine that the four people 
within seemed of very little importance, of about as much 
importance to the world as the man who looked at them, 
but Celia was realizing that the centre of her own world 
lay within the confines of the cab, one of the millions of little 
worlds that made up the whole. For practical pmposes, so it 
had always been, but the best part of her imaginative 
life had been lived elsewhere. Had that all been wasted? 
she wondered. She could not believe it. Loving her children, 
she modestly believed, at least as much as most women 
loved theirs, she had been, in a sense, detached from them, 
their confidence and affection was not her first need and it 
was comfortable to think this might have been well for them. 
She took no credit for it. What might have been the result of 
wisdom in someone else was that of folly in her case. 

‘So you see,’ she said aloud, ‘you never know.’ 

Gerald and Jimmy tiuned their heads towards her without 
lifting them; Catherine said calmly, ‘She’s only thinking out 
loud. She often does it. Who was that woman you were 
talking to. Father? The one in the red mackintosh. A 
nice colour, but still, rather gaudy.’ 

‘Friend of mine,’ Gerald said cheerfully. 

‘Well, of course. Friend of’ — she could not be flippant 
to-day and she chose the respectful title — ‘Friend of Grand- 
mother’s?’ 

‘No,’ he said shordy, and added quickly, ‘I’m building a 
house for her.’ 

‘Then’, said Catherine, ‘she must be awfully pleased with 
it, or she wouldn’t have come out on a day like this.’ 

‘And so she ought to be,’ Celia said slowly. She kept her 
eyes shut, she seemed to be lazily relaxed, but she had never 
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felt more possessive, less generous or more determined, for 
the conviction had come to her in a flash, while Catherine 
spoke, that the safety of her world depended on the betrayal 
of her past and her pride, and she would allow no private 
world to Gerald now that she had lost her own. 

‘So she ought to be,’ she said again. ‘A nice, warm brick, 
the same red as the mackintosh. It must be a favourite 
colour. And a good house. I’d like to live in it myself.’ 
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CHAPTER LIII 


‘What do you know about that house of mine?’ Gerald 
asked. 

Celia was in her rocking-chair beside the fire lighted by 
the wise Miss Riggs to cheer the funeral party. The tea she 
had prepared for them was a model of good taste, the well- 
buttered toasted bun appearing in the form of comfort 
without any suggestion of festivity, but that meal was over 
long ago. This was the hour when Celia was usually left 
alone in the sitting-room and Gerald should have been out 
or working in the dining-room. Jimmy had disappeared 
very quietly, doubtful of the propriety of seeking pleasure 
elsewhere, but sure he would not get it in his home, and 
Catherine had gone to bed with a night-light, like a baby, 
because the rain still fell heavily and she would rather have 
looked forward to a perpetuity of paper bags and gingerbread 
than remember the drenched earth in which her grand- 
mother was lying. 

As Gerald asked his question, he stooped to put more coal 
on the fire, and Celia said, ‘Oh don’t! This will last as long 
as we want it.’ 

T’m not so sure,’ he said, and chose another lump. ‘What 
do you know about it?’ he repeated. ‘Or were you just pre- 
tending, for Catherine’s benefit?’ 

She shook her head. ‘I’m a much better pretender than, 
that. I shouldn’t have risked talking about red brick if 
there’d been any chance the house was made of stone. No. 

I looked at the plan. I thought you wouldn’t mind.’ 

‘Not in the least.’ 

‘It’s a good house.’ 

‘Ah, thank you,’ he said dryly. ‘It must have surprised 
you.’ 
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*No, I wasn’t surprised.’ 

'But not exactly pleased/ he said, smiling a little. 'In fact, 
rather disappointed.’ 

It was true. He had disappointed her judgment of him in 
connection with her money, with his house, with Maudie, 
and she decided sadly that she was not clever where her men 
were concerned. She was much too ready to fit their charac- 
ters to her needs and they would not be fitted. Gerald’s last 
words and his next ones assured her of that. 

'But anyhow,’ he said cheerfully, 'you have the consolation 
of knowing you didn’t bring the disappointment on yourself. 
You had nothing to do with that house — nothing. Much 
more with the litde ones you despise. They seemed to flourish 
in the domestic atmosphere but when it came to something 
better, I had to get out of it. You’ve never done work of that 
kind, even as ordinary as I know mine is. You don’t know 
how distrust and scorn at one end of the passage can deaden 
the mind at the other. But, while you were away, I could 
work here. My mind, what there is of it, was free.’ 

He drew a breath, as though to remind himself of that past 
freedom and she thought he had been right to build up the 
fire though, even now, it was not big enough to warm her. 
She felt frozen, rigid, more with anger than with grief, be- 
cause he could say these cruel things so gently and disregard 
all her years of service, of living poorly without complaint. 
And her chief pride, in having made a home where people 
lived in liberty and without wrangling, would have been in 
the dust if she had not been sustained by another pride, in 
herself, in her qualities, and by a deep-rooted disdain, which 
did not eliminate suffering, for the adverse criticism of any- 
body in the world. This was not as simple as conceit which 
is the offspring of a shallow mind. It was composed of inde- 
pendence, humour and a value for everything that was 
individual, even though it might not be good. But this dis- 
dain could not refuse to see the truth as he saw it, or relieve 

410 



her anger and pain. There was no relief for these. She 
neither knew nor loved him well enough to pour out her 
thoughts tumultuously, knowing that understanding or 
passion would deal fairly with them all, assimilating some, 
refusing others, forgetting those which should not be re- 
membered. 

What she remembered herself most clearly now was the 
night when she had made for home along The Terrace and 
seen the light in the window where he was working happily 
because she was not there. It was lucky the door had been 
shut, she thought, lucky for her pride. She had always 
reckoned on its being opened if she cared to give it a little 
push; yes, coming home in the cab, she had meant to push 
it. Now, the only thing to do was to turn away again. But 
she knew, too, that the door would not have been so securely 
shut if there had not been a new self-confidence behind it. 

Then,’ she said, T’d better go away.’ 

‘Where would you like to go?’ he asked kindly. 

Controlling her indignation at this compliance, she thought 
of the sedate Georgian house in the picture she had destroyed 
and how she had imagined herself living there, her days spent 
in the walled garden, the long, still nights in a room un- 
encumbered by baronial furniture. But something had 
happened to the house. The dreams had gone out of it; the 
uneven footfall could not be heard. It was raimng in that 
garden as she thought of it, just as it was raining here and she 
stood at the window and looked at the dripping trees and 
felt behind her the emptiness of the rooms. She was alone 
there, useless and idle, deprived of irritations and anxieti^ 
and, turning from the imagined trees, she looked round this 
room where her body was. An open book lay, face down- 
wards beside her chair, there were flowers on the table, the 
lid of the bureau was down, showing the homely muddle of 
bills and letters. 

‘I don’t know. I don’t think it matters much,’ she said. 
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‘But, wherever it is, I won’t go without Catherine and how 
can we aiFord two homes?’ 

He got up and moved about the room, then stood with 
his back to her in front of the bookshelves as he had stood, 
not long ago, at his mother’s window. Though he was tall, 
he had a buLkiness on which the best of clothes would not 
have set very well and instead of a knife-edge to the back of 
his trousers, there was a series of horizontal creases. He was 
not a romantic figure, but he could have applied the same 
words to her. Her maturing shape needed a garment better 
cut than the cheap black dress she had bought lest he should 
think her wanting in respect, and suddenly her Einger died. 
There was no place here for great emotions; she always 
missed them. Here were merely two human beings in middle 
life who still pathetically sought happiness and that hope had 
to be resigned if the spirit were to be freed. But this thought 
came easily to her from whom the hope was already taken 
and perhaps Gerald saw happiness within his reach, just 
beyond the unhappiness she made for him. 

Suddenly he turned, a look of rough determination on his 
face. ‘Why don’t you go and live where you love?’ he asked. 

There was a bitter humour in the question, but she hardly 
had time to savour it before he said, ‘The mistake you’ve 
made with me, one of the mistakes, has been thinking Tm 
much stupider than I am. I may be rather stupid, but not 
where you are concerned, because I have loved you very 
much and so, you see, I know a lot about you. All the tones 
of your voice, the one for Catherine, the one for Jimmy, the 
one for me. You shouldn’t have expected me to miss the 
other, a little higher, a little harder and quicker.’ 

‘Then,’ she said, and she spoke in that harder, quicker 
voice and her cheeks were flushed, ‘Why do you say this 
now? Why now? Why only now? Because you can do 
without me?’ 

‘Because I want you to be happy. And the children are 
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older. And we shall have more money. My mother lived on 
a sTnall annuity and I thought it was all she had. People 
seem to suspect me, as you know, where money is concerned. 
But you shall have your share.’ 

‘Are those the only reasons?’ 

‘What others could there be?’ 

‘You might love someone else.’ 

‘I’ve often wished I could.’ 

‘That woman you built the house for . . .’ 

‘You wouldn’t like her.’ 

‘What has that to do with it?’ 

He smiled at her simplicity. ‘I suppose you’ve set a 
standard,’ he said with a simplicity of his own. ‘You’d think 
her vulgar, but she’s a good friend and I’m afraid I rather 
like wdgar people. They so often have kind hearts. Kind 
hearts and rough tongues. She gave me the rough of her 
tongue and then a chance and some faith in myself. Now, 
you’ve always been so damned polite. You’ve spared my 
feelings. You always think before you speak. You must be 
as tired of that as I am. Can’t we have done with these 
evasions? We’ve been living on them for years, for all the 
years that you’ve been in love with another man. Don’t 
you see that I’m trying to make it easy for you to go to him?’ 

She suffered then the last pang Richard Milligan could 
give her. There was a kind of pleasure in it because she knew 
it was the last, and she said, ‘But I don’t want to go’. And 
seeing Gerald’s face grow taut with hope, she was inspired to 
say, and salvage what she could, ‘I haven’t been a success. 
He doesn’t want me either.’ 

There was something ridiculous in Gerald’s aspect, his face 
red and frowning, his eyes bulging a little as he shouted the 
one word, ‘Fool!’ and under her startled laughter, she ex- 
claimed, ‘Well, isn’t he just like you?’ 

‘No,’ Gerald replied, still shouting, ‘he is not!’ and he went 
out and banged the door. 
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SOj she thought, like the others they would just go on and, 
as Stephen had said, it was not a bad thing to do. It was a 
pity she had not miraculously fallen in love with Gerald, but 
she had her first real satisfaction in knowing he was in love 
with her. She had no illusions about a future in which they 
would be much the same man and woman as they were 
before; she was humbled by the necessity of building on 
another woman’s foundations, but she knew there was 
hardly an ancient fabric in the world that had not an older 
one below it, and experience was not something peculiar to 
each separate person but a possession held in common, a 
mass of good and evil, failures and triumphs to which she 
had given her share and in which she need not scruple to 
rummage for what served her best. 
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THE VISTA 

The spiritual pilgrimage of a man through a disastrous marriage, to 
happiness with the woman he loves. 

ROSE ANSTEY 

The story of a woman’s heart. ’The sustained beauty of the prose is 
the just expression of beauty in the conception.’ Observer 

THE FLYING DRAPER 

The interaction between two worlds made tangible by the flying 
draper of Primrose Hill. 

MARRIAGE IN HEAVEN 

In the love of man for woman, there lives an ’immortal kind of reality’: 
the story of Adrian and Linet. 

TROPICAL WATERS 

An exciting and amusing story of love and adventure in South America. 
THE NINTH OF JULY 

A story of romantic love and jealousy in the glamorous setting of South 
America. 

SURPRISING RESULTS 

A tragi-comedy in which the comedy predominates, staged in a 
Mediterranean setting. 

A HOUSE IN THE PARK 

Regent’s Park, Primrose Hill, the Twins, the house among the trees - 
and the interweaving of their lives and surroundings. 


GLASGOW, ELLEN 

VEIN OF IRON 

The clash of old and new ideas in an American family bound together 
only by the ‘Vein of Iron’. 

GOODWIN, GERAINT 

THE HEYDAY IN THE BLOOD 

A novel of the Welsh earth and the Welsh people who work on the 
earth. 



GREENWOOD, WALTER 

LOVE ON THE DOLE 

A novel of life among the unemployed in Salford and Manchester. 
*We passionately desire this novel to be read: it is the real thing.’ 

Manchester Guardian 

HIS WORSHIP THE MAYOR 

A racy satire on municipal politics in a provincial city- 

STANDING ROOM ONLY 

An amusing and vivid picture of back-stage life in the provinces- 

HEMINGWAY, ERNEST 

FIESTA 

A relentless picture of the post-war American expatriates in Mont- 
parnasse. (U.S.A. Title: The Sun also Rises,) 

A FAREWELL TO ARMS 

Americans on the Italian front, and the poignancy of a personal drama 
staged against the war background. 

TORRENTS OF SPRING 

A brilliant pastiche of certain modem novels, written with the author's 
richest gusto, 

TO HAVE AND HAVE NOT 

A story of smuggling and violence in Cuba and the Keys of Florida. 

HURST, FANNIE 

LUMMOX 

The life-story of Bertha, maid-of-all-work. 

A PRESIDENT IS BORN 

The early life of a man destined to be President of the United States, 
FIVE AND TEN 

The ‘thirteenth richest man in the world*, and the strange characters 
surrounding him. 

BACK STREET 

The life of a woman who lives in the ‘back street' of a rich protector's 
Ufe. 

anitra's dance 

The story of Bruno, genius and composer, and of his bohemian house- 
hold in New York. 
great laughter 

Gregrannie Neale, a glorious matriarch, who held the moneybags and 
directed the lives of her brood. 

KASTNER, ERICH 

THE MISSING MINIATURE 

A humorous crime novel by the author of Emil and the Detectives 
and Three Men in the Snovj. 



LARGE, E. C. 

SUGAR IN THE AIR 

The satirical romance of an invention which, logically, might change 
the face of the earth, {Chosen by the Book Society,) 

LEWIS, SINCLAIR 

MARTIN ARROWSMITH 

The fight of a doctor against shams and hypocrisies in medical science. 
THE TRAIL OF THE HAWK 

The pioneer days of flying and a man's search for a career. 

OUR MR. WRENN 

A meek little man’s astonishing adventures in England. 

BABBITT 

The book that gave a new word to the language. 'One of the greatest 
novels 1 have read for a long time.’ h. g. wells 

MAIN STREET 

The soul of small-town America, 'A most searching and excellent 
piece of work.’ john Galsworthy 

THE JOB 

The story of one of the anny of girls who travel on the New York 
Elevated every day. 

MANTRAP 

Two men and a woman brought together in the Canadian North-West. 
ELMER GANTRY 

The portrait of a profligate revivalist and his ecclesiastical ‘racket’. 

THE MAN WHO KNEW COOLIDGE 

A satirical portrait in the raciest American style, and a delectable 
pendant to Babbitt, 

DODSWORTH 

An elderly American business man and his wife in England and Europe. 
‘A truly first-rate story.’ Arnold bennett 

FREE AIR 

A garage-mechanic chases a pretty girl in a Rolls-Royce. A two- 
thousand-mile romance. 

ANN VICKERS 

An indictment of modem American social conditions, a plea for penal 
reform, and the portrait of a remarkable woman. 

WORK OF ART 

The American counterpart of Arnold Bennett’s Imperial Palace: the 
life story of an hotel-keeper. 

rr CAN*T HAPPEN HERE 

Tells how in 1936 a President of the U.S.A. made himself dictator, 
and what were the effects of a Fascist regime in democratic America. 



LINKLATER, ERIC 

white-maa’s saga 

A plain tale of a young man’s adventures among medical students and 
the primitive folk of his native Orkney. 

poet's pub 

A story of wild and lively adventures in the English countryside 
to-day. 

JUAN IN AMERICA 

A wandering descendant of the great Don in modern America. *A 
magnificent frolic.’ j. b. priestley {Chosen by the Book Society!) 

THE MEN OF NESS 

A tale of the Vikings told with a rare sense of battle and bravery and 
the northern seas. 

MAGNUS MERRIMAN 

The harum-scarum adventures of a young Scot: wine, women, politics, 
farming, whatnot . . . 

RIPENESS IS ALL 

Large fanulies are often expensive, but Major Gander left ^70,000 
to the founder of the largest. An uproarious comedy. 

JUAN IN CHINA 

Juan again! His adventures in China, in war and love. A racy 
fantasia. 

THE sailor’s holiday 

A wandering out-of-work sailor in light-hearted piece of picaresque. 

MANN, LEONARD 

A MURDER IN SYDNEY 

A crime of passion and its consequences. {Chosen by the Book Society) 

MITCHISON, NAOMI 

THE CONQUERED 

A novel of Caesar’s Gallic wars, with all the sweeping action of a 
contemporary story. 

CLOUD-CUCKOO LAND 

Greeks and barbarians in the fifth century B.c. 

THE CORN KING AND THE SPRING QUEEN 

Adventures of war and intrigues of peace against a background of three 
pagan civilizations. 

NICHOLS, BEVERLEY 

CRAZY PAVEMENTS 

A satirical picture of the wickedness that lurks in Mayfair! 
EVENSONG 

The story of a great singer in decline, ‘A brilliant novel.’ 

J. B. FRIB8TLBY 



O’DONNELL, PEADAR 

ISLANDERS 

Peasant life on an island ofiT the coast of Donegal. 

ADRIGOOLE 

The hopeless struggle for life on the bogs and rocky soil of western 
Ireland, 

THE KNIFE 

A story of conflict in the Lagan, where the two races of Ulster meet. 
ON THE EDGE OF THE STREAM 

The organization of a co-operative store and the fight with the shop- 
keepers in a small town in Ireland. 

o’faolAin, seAn 

A NEST OF SIMPLE FOLK 

The lives and deaths of a group of Irish families from the eighteen- 
fifties to the Rising of 1916. 

BIRD ALONE 

The conflict between the Church in Ireland and a young man blindly 
rebelling against two of its most powerful elements. 

PLOMER, WILLIAM 

THE INVADERS 

Young working-class people come into contact with a middle-class 
family: a candid picture of contemporary London life. 

ROBERTSON, E. ARNOT 

CULLUM 

A girFs passion for a plausible, attractive, but dubious young man. 
THREE CAME 'UNARMED 

Two boys and a girl, brought up in the jungle, suddenly pitched into 
English provincial society. 

FOUR FRIGHTENED PEOPLE 

The journey of four people, escaping from a plague-stricken ship 
through the Malayan jungle. 

ORDINARY FAMILIES 

A close-up of family life in a SuflTolk village, and of small boat sailing. 
{Chosen by the Book Society,) 

WEBB, MARY 

GONE TO EARTH 

*No one of our day has a greater power of evoking natural beauty.^ 
SEVEN FOR A SECRET JOHN BUCHAN 

‘Her work is alive with the fiery genius of sympathy, pity and awe,’ 

ROBERT LYND 

PRECIOUS BANE 

‘A revelation not of unearthly but of earthly beauty** 

RT. HON, STANLEY BALDWIN 



WEBB, MARY-<onttnued 

THE GOLDEN ARROW 

*A man is lured into the ancient and mazy dance of madness by the 
heathen spirit of fear.* g. k. Chesterton 

THE HOUSE IN DORMER FOREST 

‘The essential quality of her writing is primarily a passionate sincerity; 
this sincerity amounted to genius.* rk’7, h. r. l. sheppard 

ARMOUR WHEREIN HE TRUSTED 

Mary Webb’s posthumous novel of medieval life, and a number of 
short stories. 

WEST, REBECCA 

THE HARSH VOICE 

Four short novels of England and America, dealing with ‘the harsh 
voice we hear when money talks or hate*. 

WILKINS, VAUGHAN 

AND SO - VICTORIA 

A historical novel of the early nineteenth century. ‘One of the best 
imaginative historical novels we have had the pleasure of reading.' 

TAe Times. {Ckcsen by the Book Society.) 

YOUNG, E. H. 

MOOR FIRES 

A conflict in character between two daughters: the keen-witted 
sensitive characters are a delight. 

WILLIAM 

T congratulate the author on a perfectly delightful novel,* 

HUGH WALPOLE 

THE MISSES MALLETT 

A novel of the hidden fires in lives that seem as quiet as the old house 
where they are spent. 

THE vicar’s DAUGHTER 

‘The work of an artist.’ Times Literary Supplement 
MISS MOLE 

‘Miss Mole is a darling, whom we should all like to know.* Bunch 
YONDER 

Two country families, united by marriage, find a solution to many 
difficulties. 

JENNY WREN 

‘An adorable book,’ e. m. delafisld 
THE CURATE^S WIFE 

The quiet streets and pleasant houses of Radstpwc, surveyed with 
tenderness and humour, 

CELU 

The relations between husband and wife, parent and child, family 
and family. 
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